
This is a digital copy of a book that was preserved for generations on library shelves before it was carefully scanned by Google as part of a project 
to make the world's books discoverable online. 

It has survived long enough for the copyright to expire and the book to enter the public domain. A public domain book is one that was never subject 
to copyright or whose legal copyright term has expired. Whether a book is in the public domain may vary country to country. Public domain books 
are our gateways to the past, representing a wealth of history, culture and knowledge that's often difficult to discover. 

Marks, notations and other marginalia present in the original volume will appear in this file - a reminder of this book's long journey from the 
publisher to a library and finally to you. 

Usage guidelines 

Google is proud to partner with libraries to digitize public domain materials and make them widely accessible. Public domain books belong to the 
public and we are merely their custodians. Nevertheless, this work is expensive, so in order to keep providing this resource, we have taken steps to 
prevent abuse by commercial parties, including placing technical restrictions on automated querying. 

We also ask that you: 

+ Make non-commercial use of the files We designed Google Book Search for use by individuals, and we request that you use these files for 
personal, non-commercial purposes. 

+ Refrain from automated querying Do not send automated queries of any sort to Google's system: If you are conducting research on machine 
translation, optical character recognition or other areas where access to a large amount of text is helpful, please contact us. We encourage the 
use of public domain materials for these purposes and may be able to help. 

+ Maintain attribution The Google "watermark" you see on each file is essential for informing people about this project and helping them find 
additional materials through Google Book Search. Please do not remove it. 

+ Keep it legal Whatever your use, remember that you are responsible for ensuring that what you are doing is legal. Do not assume that just 
because we believe a book is in the public domain for users in the United States, that the work is also in the public domain for users in other 
countries. Whether a book is still in copyright varies from country to country, and we can't offer guidance on whether any specific use of 
any specific book is allowed. Please do not assume that a book's appearance in Google Book Search means it can be used in any manner 
anywhere in the world. Copyright infringement liability can be quite severe. 

About Google Book Search 

Google's mission is to organize the world's information and to make it universally accessible and useful. Google Book Search helps readers 
discover the world's books while helping authors and publishers reach new audiences. You can search through the full text of this book on the web 



at |http : //books . google . com/ 





Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



A CENTUKY OF FRENCH POETS 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



A CENTURY 
OF FRENCH POETS 

BEINQ A SELECTION ILLUSTBATING 
THE HISTORY OF FRENCH POETRY 
DURING THE LAST HUNDRED YEARS 

"With an Introduction, Biographical and Critical Notices 

of the Writers Represented, a Sununary of the Roles 

of French Versification, and a Commentary, by 

FRANCIS YVON ECCLES 



LONDON 

ARCHIBALD CONSTABLE & CO LTD 

1909 



Digitized by 



Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



AU POtTE 
AUQUSTB ANQELLIER 



301673 "—Google 



Digitized by 



Google 



PREFACE 

This book has been a long while making for a task not 
apparently so arduous. It was more than once laid down 
and taken up again, at long intervals, and no doubt the 
result on this account and others will show disparity and 
incoherence. My choice of French poetry was already 
settled — ^but for about a dozen pieces added since— when 
the very liberal Anthology of M. Walch, Les Poitea Contem- 
poravnSy appeared, which with its supplementary volimie, 
devoted to the earlier part of the last century, covers the 
whole of the same period. A good many of the poems I 
had selected may be read there; but I did not think it 
necessary to modify my list in consequence, because this is 
a compilation intended for English readers and accompanied 
by whatever I could offer as a help to their enjoyment. 

Though a fair proportion of the very finest French verse 
written in the century, as far as I can judge, is included^ 
there is so much else of interest coming far short of that 
superlative that I would rather call this a Chrestomathy (if 
the word were less pedantic) than an Anthology proper. My 
plan was to cull, among the works of some forty poets — ^not 
necessarily all the best, but each representing a phase in the 
later poetical development of France — such examples as 
should convey a just notion of their peculiar qualities and 
of their ranga For this reason I have found no place for 
some better poets than Millevoye, Delavigne, Laprade and 
even Sully-Prudhomme ; and I have passed by many 



Digitized by 



Google 
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reputed masterpieces, not of course as soaring above the 
ordinary leyel of their authors, but because they did not 
appear to illustrate an authentic manner or to furnish a 
contributory type. 

I hope this book, for all its defects, will be useful to serious 
students of French literature who may be glad to haye in a 
single Tolume a body of yerse exemplifying broadly the 
poetical variety of a teeming age ; and also that it may help 
to correct a prejudice and to excite an interest among a 
larger class of English people who, however familiar with 
French fiction and memoirs, have somehow n<^lected the 
admirable poets of modem France. With very different 
sorts of readers in view, I have run the risk of taking now 
too much knowledge and now too much ignorance for 
granted. Many of the notes are rudimentary and some, I 
dare say, will be found irrelevant. As for the Introduction, 
I began it with the object of asserting, in a few paragraphs, 
the existence of a continuous and venerable French tradi- 
tion in poetry, a rich patrimony which men of the nine- 
teenth century have improved incalculably; but I soon 
found myself launched unawares upon a more formidable 
scheme of survey. The thing, I feel, is dull and dispropor- 
tionate ; it may strike others as superficial and pretentious 
also ; and perhaps the necessity for condensation has betrayed 
me into an abuse of what is rather pompously called ' the 
allusive method.' But there are some definitions which may 
shorten the foreigner's approach to the heart of French 
poetry, and some confident judgments upon famous names 
which the general reader may be tempted at any rate to 
test — ^by turning to their works. 

Both in the Introduction and the Commentary, as well as 
in the criticism appended to the notices on various poets, I 
have insisted a good deal upon versification; and I have 
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PREFACE ix 

inserted a short account of measure, rime and rhythm in 
French poetry. If so much space allotted to a technical 
subject needs justifying, I can only say that nothing, to my 
mind, accounts so well for the poor reputation of French 
poetry in England as the assumption that (unlike the Greek 
and Latin) it can be approached and appreciated without the 
most distant notions of its prosody. 

I wish to thank my firiend Mr. Belloc for his advice, and 
aboTO all for the kindly spur he has so insistently applied to 
this undertaking. The idea of the book, or of some such 
book, was his ; and it is quite certain that it would never 
have got finished if his interest had not been proof against 
my laches. 

F.Y. E 

Apnll90Q. 
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AN INTRODUCTORY ESSAY ON 
THE DEVELOPMENT OF FRENCH POETRY 

'The French literature/ wrote the prince of English rhetori- 
ciansy glancing carelessly across the Channel in the year 
1821, that marvellous year for English poetry — ' the French 
Uterature is now in the last stage of phthisis, dotage, palsy, 
or whatever image will best express the most abject state of 
senile — (senile ? no ! of anile) — imbecility. Its constitution, 
as you well know, was in its best days marrowless and with- 
out nerve, — its youth without hope, and its manhood without 
dignity.' 

Discharged in the visible dawn of a period incomparably 
fertile among the French in aU the forms of imaginative 
writing, this volley of resonant claptrap would hardly be 
worth repeating merely to show a wide rent in the scholar's 
gown which De Quincey wore with so assured a grace, nor 
even because it would be difficult to meet in our language 
with a more forcible assertion of the common attitude 
towards the literature, and especially the poetry, of France. 
But it contains a shred of truth, which at its date was fresh 
and valuable. In the score of lean years with which the 
century opens, something that had been young, that had 
been ripe, and which had still the name of French literature 
allowed it, was lying parched and shrivelled upon its death- 
bed. To suppose that this gasping veteran, whose life had 
been artificially prolonged until it was become a burden, was 
the founder of his family, to miss the glimmer of a likeness 
on his dull, sunken features with a virile and imperishable 
race, is a more deplorable impertinence than to be confident 
he could have no such heir as the eager and reckless child in 
brave apparel, whose adventurous vigour, seeming to belie 
his birth, was to enhance so splendidly a half-forgotten lustre. 

▲ 
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Oreat Frenchmen of the nineteenth century have often 
claimed a right to choose their ancestors; but the line 
is unbroken. Michelet's magnificent formula — ' La France 
a fait la France' — is as profoundly true in letters as in 
politics: the development of French poetry, which particu- 
larly concerns us, has been continuous ; not progressive in 
every sense, but continuous ; there is not a link in the chain 
wanting. Where the stream of song rises no one knows — it 
may be followed for nine hundred years. As well might we 
date the beginnings of English History from the battle of 
Waterloo as suppose that the spirit of poetry was bom in 
France when the long agony of classicism ended and the 
sons of Revolution woke the land with the sound of the horn 
in the woods at morning. 

And yet, so absolute is the lyrical supremacy of the last 
age there that whatever was accomplished in that kind before 
might well seem only a prelude or a promisa Such an 
efflorescence, bursting the more suddenly at last for a long 
and secret saturation of the soil, is not to be explained : we 
only affirm it by saying that a few great men, and many ex- 
ceptionally endowed, then gave their energies to poetry. For 
if the artistic aptitudes of a race and of its speech — the in- 
fallible reflexion of a race— are never permanently modified 
unless by conquest, it is the apparition of genius that from 
time to time reveals them fully. They are barren at moments 
of convulsion, in ages of extreme lassitude and of little men ; 
in others fashion, the pride of perfect imitation, starving 
certain faculties to glut the rest, inflicts a onesided — at first 
sometimes a salutary — discipline upon the formal conditions 
of the effort to create. 

But a dozen masterpieces would suffice to prove an abiding 
possibility. 

I 

The French have made poetry from the first, with the 
same instrument, with a conception of rhythm and harmony 
essentially unchanging — and the particular autonomy of so 
many temperaments and tones and aspirations only gives 
breadth and colour to the impression of unity which results 
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INTR0DUC3TI0N 8 

firom their array. If we go back to the start of that long 
period in which all bat the entire imaginative literature of 
Western Europe either belonged to them, or bore witness 
to the restlessness of their blood and the attraction of their 
delectable tongue, at the very gates of that age-long dominion 
we find the most constant moulds of French verse, with some 
constitutional virtues of French art, and the instincts and 
ideals to which this people is perpetually returning, already 
manifest in three anonymous poems composed, or re-com- 
posed, during the eleventh century — and that is full two 
hundred years before the land was welded into one polity 
i^fain, and longer still before the idiom of the Royal Demesne 
had evicted its near neighbours of the Icmgv^ cPoU.^ One is 
the humble and infinitely gracious life of Saint Alexis, which 
exalts without &lse pity, or a perfunctory word that would 
cheapen their price, die rare sacrifice of our affections to the 
service of Ood.' Another is the great epic of Christendom, 
the Song of Boland, of honour, of ftatemity, and the pride 
of being few against a host and caring only ' that gentle 
France may take no shame through us/ In the third, 
called the Pilgrimage of Charlemagne to Jerusalem, which 
scholars place in time between these two, gleams the double 
edge <^ a native irony, half conscious, probing the glory of a 
caste and finding something hollow there— and with it 
appears that sovereign vehicle of French poetry, the Alex- 
andrine.^ They are diverse in origin, worlds apart in feeling 
— ^but remember that the same land was to produce both 

^ It is weU known that French b the dialect of the Dnohy of France, 
which only gradnally eBtabllshed its pre-eminence OTer the Picard (with 
Walloon), the Champenois, the Borgnndian (with the Lorrain between 
them), the Norman and the Poitevin — these last the two forms of French 
which made English what it is. Oil {hoe iUud) was 'yes' in them aU, as 
oc was 'yes' in the dialects of Sonthem France which we call generically 
Provencal (Gascon, Limousin, Catalan and the speech of the old Roman 
Prorincia). 

> < The impudence even of a Frenchman would not dare to connect the 
sanctities of religious feeling with any book in his language/ says Be 
Quinoey pleasantly in the same essay — as if he had never heard of Fran9oiB 
de Sales, of Bossuet, of PolyeucU or Aihalie or even of Calrin's InBtUution ! 

* A century earlier than AUxandre, the popular epic of Lambert le Tors 
and Alexandre de Bemay which gave the Terse its name. 
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4 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

Joan the warrior-samt and La Pucdle, the brilliant libel of 
Voltaire ! They have all three in common a humanity which 
tends to neglect everything on earth but human life ; a bias 
of interest that ever shuns the unsociable theme ; a sane 
precision and tenacity of sensuous apprehension, reproduc- 
ing each event in its real order and without method hitting 
the mark of a rigorous composition ; that sort of probity 
which abhors inorganic ornament and clouds of speech, and 
forbids the irrelevant irruption of the dreamer into the tale 
of his dream; continuity, the instinct which sustains one 
pitch, one gait, and powerfully helps illusion ; — and a rhythm 
above all, a rhythm clear, robust, and supple, that to this day 
commands the native voice. 

The pomp and subtlety of the classical measures feebly 
perpetuated by the gaunt bookishness of cloisters, the dying 
echo of the swinging choruses (so much more Roman !) that 
the l^onaries shouted on the solid roads, had mingled with 
indigenous relics, some stubborn obsession of the Gaulish 
ear, to cast and sanction younger forma The language 
itself, with its scrupulous articulation, its habit of just equi- 
poise and contempt for stresses that are not significant, not 
dictated by the mind, — its inward harmony, which relies on 
uniformity of movement towards an ideal point (fixed by a 
suspension of the sense or an anticipation of the ear), laid 
the foundations of their theory : — a tale of syllables which 
must be exact; in the long lines an interruption — and a 
respite for the voice — at a settled place where thoughts 
have converged with some intensity ; another at the end to 
mark the measure ; lastly, a recurrence of the final sounds. 

The poems I have spoken of were stories, not what we 
call songs. Saint Alexia^ was written and read ; the others 
and the whole innumerable class of poems recording heroic 
feats, and afterwards adventures in love as well as war, were 
composed for recitation — in ' fyttes ' containing (down to a 
certain period in the history of narrative poetry) a variable 

> The poem U in Mionaiioe, not rime; but it ib arranged in regular 
■tanzas of five lines. Asaonanoe ii the repetition of a yowel-sonnd, rime 
the repetition of a Yowel-sound and any ooneooant sonnda that may follow. 
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number of lines strong together by the exact repetition of a 
ToweL It is a pedant's assumption that assonance is older 
than rime, and gradually became rime. Very likely they 
existed side by side, appropriated to distinct needs, from the 
first. Rime in French verse and assonance, if sometimes 
they have degenerated into toys, did not aim principally at 
a childish titillation of the ear : they were two ways of rein- 
forcing in a language of variable accentuation that con- 
sciousness of a regular return without which verse, in 
Europe, is not verse. For compositions uniform in measure, 
in wUch the succession of yoked lines might be prolonged 
at the discretion (or according to the resources) of the poet, 
assonance, striking the ear so often, was enough: it was 
enough, besides, to sustain the minstrel's memory, while the 
difference of a tone perhaps in his monotonous psalmody, 
gave salience to the last strong syllable of each line. Rime, 
which we find developed at a date even earlier than that of 
Samt Alexis and the PUgrimage in their definitive form,^ 
may very well have been preferred, even at first, for lyrics in 
the proper sense. 

What were the lyrics of this early time ? Learned men 
can tell us. They have shown that in the heyday of epical 
creation, the French love-song, made (like the first epics) 
for the whole people, but the solace and delight especially of 
women, flourished all over the north. Little is left but 
namea From scarce fragments, from many burdens that 
have survived to grace die lyrics of later days, from the 
songs of other countries — Italy, Germany, Spain — on which 
French models then exercised an appreciable influence, it 
may be conjectured that the lyrical output in this first age 
was rich, of delicate workmanship, extremely varied in form, 
and not devoid of sincerity and tenderness, but not very 
personal, tending often to dramatise a scanty assortment of 
situations, and seldom or never reflecting the absorption or 
the spiritual violence of passion. For the love of woman 

^ T1i6 fragment of an Alixandre by Alberio de Besan^on (eleTenth oen- 
tory) ia in vtanxaa of octosyllables which unqncstionably are intended to 
rime, and generally do. 
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that fills a life, that feeds upon itself, the communion of 
predestined souls, the subtle draught which turns to ecstasy 
or madness, we must look to the narrative poems of the next 
age, that violent youth of stone-building Europe which fell 
to musing for a while on Celtic visions of the world and the 
strange beauty of their Pagan symbols, and sometimes (as in 
French versions of Tristan cmd ImU) ^ made them seem its 
own. The phase was short : French art took what it could 
assimilate, and rejected the rest Neither its fundamental 
lucidity, its rude health, nor its conception of inanimate 
nature as above all a source of metaphors, was modified by 
contact with kindred but less disciplined peoples. 

A more dangerous infection came from the South, which 
the Crusades and the two Courts of Queen Eleanor ' re- 
vealed in its seductive radiance and nimbleness to the hard- 
living nobles of Maine and Anjou, Picardy and England. 
While the feudal idea froze and became mechanical and 
barren, and what had been the national epic turned 
gradually to heartless spinning of wonders and compliant 
genealogies, the French lyric, steeped in the refinement of 
Provence and Aquitaine, lent itself humbly to the elaborate 
rhetoric, the shfiJlow multiplicity of trifling variations, all 
the erotic and ofbener Platonic casuistry of the troubadours. 
It was a period of essential triviality out of which, however, 
French verse was to emerge more agile and more buoyant, 
able therefore to carry, later on, a more solid cargo with 
the better grace. Among the courtly poets a few names 
(Blondel, Conon de B^thune, King Tybalt of Navarre, Gace 
Brusl^) have floated down to us, the names of diligent crafts- 
men, inexhaustible weavers of rimes and riddles ; — for their 
appeal, superficially to the senses, is really to an intellectual 

^ B^ronl's, and that of Xhomai (an Anglo-Frenoh poem), are the best known : 
neither ie complete. We have lost the Triatan of Chretien de Troyes, the 
moat famous of those trouv^rts who treated by preference ' la matidre de 
Bretagne ' — a prolix and minnte narrator, but a deUcate maker of yerae. 

^ Eleanor of Aquitaine (heiress of a line of twelve great counts) divorced 
from King Lewis the Seventh, married our Henry m. and brought him most 
of the west of Franoe as a dowry. Her daughters were the Ck>nnteBses of 
Champagne and of Blois, both brilliant patronesses of the oourtly poets. 
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acuteneas that has patience for the formaUsm of hypothetical 
passions. And the dependence of gallantry upon dialectic 
at this period is illustrated even by a poem apparently so 
distant in its inspiration from the mellifluous debates of 
courtly triflers as the famous Bomaunt of the Rose. 
Guillaume de Lorris intends his part (the better) in that 
prodigious allegory for a pleasant manual of the amorous 
code, while in fact he draws his matter, the interplay of 
abstractions which his robust and delicate talent often con- 
trives to colour with life, from the psychology of the schools. 
It marks the shifting of poetical interest from castles to 
walled towns, that Jean de Meung, his verbose and encyclo- 
psedic successor, whose virtue consists in his irrelevance, 
should have addressed a public accustomed to misogynous 
diatribes and the abuse of idle magnates and covetous 
monks. Not the courts, indeed, but cities where the mental 
energy of the race accumulated, supply the rare oases in a 
great waste of insignificance. Arras, in the busy, fertile and 
quarrelsome North, could boast of Jean Bodel, a man of 
parts who tried his hand at every sort of writing, Adam le 
BoBsu or Adam de la Hale, the hardly less versatile author 
of Babin et Mcbrion, which is a lyrical diversion of prime 
quality cast in dialogua And a far greater man than either, 
Rutebeuf, is a Parisian from Champagne. Butebeuf, a master 
of deep and sounding satire who saw the seamy side of Saint 
Lewis's reign, an artist who commanded the resources of a 
Ifmguage still in flux, used rime unfalteringly and invented 
durable measures, maybe called the first excellent French poet 
whose name we possess ; the first at least who made poetry 
with his heart, out of his faith, his failures and follies, and 
pity for himself and all the world. A sort of minstrel by trade, 
dependent on the great who were even then tiring of their 
fine-spun amorists, and forced sometimes to hire out his real 
piety to their compunctions (if it is true that ThAophiU, a 
masterpiece of the religious drama, and the admirable life of 
S. Mary of i^^pt, were written for patrons), he is the earliest 
articulate type of the literaty proletariat in Paris. Unclassed, 
he had something for all the classes in the realm. His code 
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is chivalrous, his vision mystical; but by his rich laugh, his 
grasp on palpable realities and turn for moralising, he 
adheres to the ' burgess literature,' and is near its favourite 
purveyors — the chroniclers of Reynard the Fox, the authors 
of the Fabliaux,^ who had never a Boccaccio nor a Chaucer 
among them (though in a sense both spring from them), 
but who, besides standing at the head of a fine tradition, 
and expressing in the frank irreverence of their salted 
imaginations something elemental in the national temper, 
do now and again attain the perfection of narrative by the 
thrift and haste and vivacity of their speech. 

Rutebeuf in the thirteenth century beacons to Fran9ois 
Villon in the fifteenth, with only the flicker of sundry rush- 
lights searching the gloomy tract between them, except 
where, close beUnd YiUon but just off the spiritual highway, 
Duke Charles of Orleans irradiates the sum of many nothings 
with a retrospective glow. With the long list of versifiers 
who bear witness to the decomposition of medieval society, 
the science of language and the history of manners are 
principally concerned : their best perhaps might furnish out 
a score of pages that should contain only deft and pointed 
and melodious lines. It is enough to name GuiUaume de 
Machaut, who could play the perfect suitor according to 
ancestral rules, but is reputed for having inaugurated the 
new manner consisting in an exact replenishment of 
rhythmical honeycombs from a store of indifferent words; 
Froissart, as empty and gleeful in rime as he is rough and 
pithy in prose; Eustache des Champs, so grave, abimdant 
and sententious ; the pettifogging Coquillart, Alain Chartier 
whom a queen kissed and his compeers valued for learning 
and prudent counsel, and Christine de Fisan, an amiable 
bluestocking and excellent Frenchwoman in spite of her 
Italian birth. For all these and their satellites, and all 
their line, the Meschinots and Molinets and Cretins, which 
lasted well into the sixteenth century, the great affair 
apparently was to deliver poetry from the scandal of frivolity 

^ It is hopeless to try to restore the real French form of the word fabUcMf 
which the dialectical /o&^ioM has long since ousted. 
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and the reproach of being easy. In general they are more 
sincere than the courtiers before them, in so far as their 
matter is of laiger — sometimes indeed of national — interest. 
Prodigal of fine bookish maxims as their predecessors were 
full of precious sentiments, several of them display the 
genuine thoi^h confused and patchy erudition achieved 
with an abortive revival of learning imder the elder Yalois. 
They are disputatious and didactic, in an age when ver- 
nacular prose already ojBTered a more effective vehicle for 
wisdom and enquiry. They are hypnotised by the example 
of sustained personifications left by Guillaume de Lords and 
Jean de Meimg: visions and allegories are an indispensable 
part of their stock-in-trada As for their form, they have 
exchanged the sane if often childish joy in free invention 
for the pride of a complicated firamework — the bare ribs of 
a starved and juiceless poetry. 

Tradition is a slippery word : but it is doing no injustice 
to Charles of Orleans, the ineffectual hope of a national 
royalty, the not inconsolable prisoner of Windsor and 
Groombridge, and a prince, when all is said, too suave and 
too placable for honour, to describe his work and influence, 
which deviate firom the larger destinies of French literature, 
as a return essentially to the refined tradition of the twelfth 
and thirteenth conturiea To be sure he is a master of the 
fixed forms elaborated by more recent generations, and 
three quarters of his matter is an analysis of fashionable 
metaphor, a perfunctory attempt to galvanise the soulless 
abstractions which faacinated his times. But he is no 
preacher, his subtleties are all sentimental, his verbal con- 
scientiousness revolts against the servile excellence accessible 
to the machinery of iteration, and in a word his work is 
aristocratic in the most familiar sense. What is entirely 
his own is the fluid sweetness, the disencumbered gait, 
the nanchalavr which history reads tragically, a delicious 
language, unpedantic, personal in its novelties and archaisms, 
and so perfectly apt to evoke the fugitive vision of happy 
glades and silver brooks — but especially his fortunate gilt 
of lighting upon themes to which their very echo lends an 
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adventitious value, the illusion of a melancholy meaning. 
Remembering that his mother was a Yisconti of Milan, and 
that his son was to lead a French host into Italy, we think 
of him too readily as a precursor of the French Renaissance. 
He is much more truly, by virtue of his lovable shallowness, 
detachment and vague, fanciful gallantry, the last of the 
feudal patron-poets, and assuredly the worthiest. After him 
the Southern fever, which had survived the lancet of the 
Albigensian wars, made no more distinguished efforts, in the 
guise of chivalry, to capture the national genius. 

Villon may very probably have been an occasional client 
of the Duke's. Why does he seem not thirty or forty, but 
hundreds of years nearer to us ? Because, for one thing, he 
was so much more frankly the child of his own moment, 
engrossed by the actuality of fugitive, intensely real im- 
pressions, and alive through them. In the lurid twilight 
into which he was bom, to hob and nob with death had a 
delirious fascination for the hi^gard fancy of men; and 
even the sane and lusty spirit of this wastrel, tramp, 
chamberer and cut-throat riming under the shadow of the 
scaffold, was harried by churchyard thoughts and haunted 
with the palpable image of decay, so that his verse, for all 
its vitality and fragrance, shares the sinister obsession of a 
hopeless people, tossed between hunger and pestilence and 
guile and rapine. He transcends it : the peculiar resonance 
Villon lends to the natural man's outcry at the menace of 
decrepitude and extinction, is not merely an effect of the 
precision with which his exasperated senses perceive their 
very horror : his certitude of the common doom is the more 
acute for the yearnings of a wistful imagination excited by 
illustrious names and condemned to feed on its own hunger. 
* £t mourut Paris et H61^ne. . . .' Their place knows them 
no mora Where are Flora and stout Charlemagne? ^ The 

^ Villon knew weU enough where. If what foUowi aeenui a little fanciful, 
what ihall be laid of those who insLit on reading the rhetorical question 
in the famous Ballade as a sort of confession of unfaith ? The poet, like 
everybody else, believed in heaven, heU, purgatory and limbo : he would 
hardly otherwise have addressed his dubiety to the Mother of God : * oU 
BOfU-eUt Viergemmverainef* 
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bodies of exquisite women and valiant men have made the 
passage we must make. And Villon, while he revives one 
of the eternal commonplaces of all poetry, touches for the 
first time that modem chord of a nostalgic regret for the 
antiquity of the ancients, and because the past is past. 

The man was an imperfect artist, writing disjointedly, 
using a hieratic framework, mixing the gross and the 
grotesque with the poignant ever3rwhere. But his power to 
express himself once and for all is equal to the new and 
extreme exigencies of a boundless candour. Of one French 
measure at least, the ancient octosyllable, he discovered for 
himself all the deep resources ; and whoever compares the 
Ortjmt Testament with Hugo's Sorhgs of the Streets <md the 
Woods wiU grant that the virtuosity of the modem master 
goes no further than Villon's in varying the speed and shifk- 
ing the pauses. He knew also the need of varying the pace 
of thought, the value of alternate leisureliness and density. 
He is the first French poet with whom imagery, the giving 
a sensuous form to ideas, is spontaneous and not a device of 
rhetoric. Finally none had possessed before him that sure 
sense of the prestige of words, and perpetual spring of verbal 
invention, of which perhaps it is a condition that the speech 
shall be abready venerable, and still changing rapidly. 

For us, Villon is both the capital figure among the elder 
poets of his race, and the head of an illustrious line : for his 
contemporaries he was a disreputable exception. His com- 
rades and successors, the canting rhymsters of the ' repues 
firanches,' were only capable of repeating the trivial acces- 
sories of his personal and lonely song ; and the considerable 
interval between his day and Marot's is filled with the turgid 
emptiness of an effete chivalry, the slender versified garrulity 
of selfish and earthly-minded citizens. Meantime the nation 
slowly shook off its nightmare, and its fits of falling sickness 
were followed by the distemper of a second adolescence. 
The desire of knowledge was rekindled in men of books; 
Burgundy, spared by alliance with the English invaders, had 
kept alive the tradition of an indigenous manner in sculp- 
ture and painting, and now transmitted beyond her borders 
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the secret of a deliberate grace of line, an Attic sobriety and 
luminous decision of gesture which are the household virtues 
of the Primiti&; in Burgundy too, and Artois and Picardy 
and the Walloon country, music was bom again ; the Paris 
students learned Greek; French farce, in this the age of 
decadence for the grave religious drama, gave its master- 
pieces to holiday crowds in the great cities ; French prose 
was acquiring coherence, proportions and ductility, and 
the spoils of Roman eloquence had fairly begun to fill the 
gaps of language which a larger way of living and thinking 
made apparent. But in the midst of this native ferment 
there was an almost absolute stagnation of French poetry, 
gravelled by fashion and authority. Men were still wanting ; 
and when men came who dared confide in the vigour of their 
temperaments, yet skilful and scrupulous to give a durable 
form to their impressions and reflexions, a mighty impulse 
from without had in some sort diverted the stream. 

II 

The revival of learning in France began without Italian 
intervention and, before it affected at all profoundly the 
currents of the French literature, it was become a European 
thing, and the apocalypse of a scholar's paradise had lit up 
all the West. It is true that, when French artists went to 
school to the ancients, they saw the paragon of docility in a 
living people ; and it is at least a colourable opinion that, at 
the Renaissance, the infant arts of France were strangled by 
the silken cords of a foreign enchantress. Tet it is certain 
that poetry, at any rate, lay bemused ; the best hope of its 
awakening was in the general spirit of expectancy and rest- 
lessness ; and it was precisely an effect of that spirit which 
brought the warlike part of the nation, the most alert and 
the best able to determine a change of direction in art and 
in the arts of life, into immediate contact with the sudden 
and versatile genius of Italy, at a moment when all the 
adornments of a delicate prosperity were doing homage to 
the memories of her ancient pride refreshed. And, for a 
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little, the sunlight dazzled the northern eyes : at a nod of 
the heiress, all the Gothic past seemed to be violently can- 
celled. 

The continuity of the French prose literature was rescued 
by the prodigious diversity and freedom of Rabelais, who 
touches Commynes with one elbow and Amyot and Mon- 
• taigne with the other. In verse Clement Marot is a frail 
link between the starkness of Villon and the reasoned force 
of the French classics. Tet it may be said that if divine 
tempests of passion had raged within him and the fire of 
his imagination had been greater instead of less than his 
ease and his delight in melting syllables, the French lyric 
might never have swerved from its straight course, thanks 
to the steadiness of his example ; for (though he fought for 
King Francis beyond the Alps) he is very little Italianate, 
and his substantial qualities are all homely. Fortune made 
Marot the poet of a court tinged with an alien politeness ; 
where the adulterate valour of a windy Amadis passed for 
the mirror of Frankish heroism ; but where also, for the first 
time, there was a zest for prompt and lively talk. He 
sprang from those rhdtoriqv^wra who had amused the 
solemn leisure of Queen Anne of Brittany ; but, somehow, 
he escaped their pedantry. He used a succulent and hearty 
speech, loved and 'emended' Villon, and while refiectiog 
the idle humours of a domesticated baronage, and even 
while playing (to his disgrace and danger) with the edged 
tools of fashionable dissent, kept the tone of a sober looker- 
on, and held uppermost all the while that Gaulish joviality 
and bantering prudence which are the lining, as it were, of 
the French gravity and rashness. The old national fabulists 
live agaiQ in him, and for Voiture and La Fontaine, for 
R^gnier and Moli^re, for Gresset too and Voltaire, he incar- 
nated what was best worth preserving, or what could still be 
understood, ia the spirit of the sixteenth century, which to 
more modem eyes he represents so meagrely. His ear was 
nice, he had an ingenuous grace, rapidity and buoyancy in 
telling a plain story, a sound idea of being perspicuous and 
terse; and if the lyric sense be denied him because his 
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temperament was sober and his soul essentially frivolous, 
then let Martial and Herrick and Anacreon and Prior be 
called no true poets.^ 

We come to what is more characteristic — the generous 
adventure of the Pleiad,^ and the glory of Ronsard. That 
splendid episode produced in France a richer, ampler and 
more delightful poetry than any the Middle Ages had con- 
ceived; yet it was an episode in some degree unfortunate 
for the lyrical development By their precipitate attempt 
to rival Greece and Rome with a monument of verse reared 
in a day upon their models, the heroes of the French 
Renaissance gave a singular bias to their art; and the suc- 
ceeding age, in which the discipline of antiquity was accepted 
mainly through its affinities with the native intelligence, 
and its example scrupulously accommodated to the wants 
of the French genius, avenged too cruelly upon the lyrical 
idea that debauch of an unsociable enthusiasm. 

The enterprise which Pierre de Ronsard, weaned by a 
merciful infirmity from the life of courts and reading Greek 
under Daurat at the College de Coqueret, confided to his 
comrade Baif ; the hope the pensive Du Bellay cherished in 
well-watered Anjou, and proclaimed in his spirited Deffenae 
etlUMstraiion de la Lomgv^ frarifoyse, was the conception of 
an exalted patriotism — nothing leas than to endow their 
country with a fiEane in letters comparable to the fame of 
the ancient Republics and of living Italy. Full of Pindar 
and Horace and Petrarch, they had confidence not alone in 

^ < The French Poete Marot (if he be worthy of the name of a poete) ' is 
Spenser's expression : bat Spenser by his close relations with the Pleiad — 
he translated Da Bellay and imitated Baiff — was committed to the disparage- 
ment of the elder writer. 

* The school, in its first militant phase, was oaUed 'La Brigade.' The 
ssTen stars of the poetical firmament were Bonsard and Antoine de BaXf ; 
then Joachim da Bellay ; Jodelle, the tragic poet ; Remy BeUeaa, Jean 
Daorat (Aoratos) the Hellenist, and Pontas de Thyard of Lyons. I have 
omitted purposely all reference to the relations (stiU in dispute) between 
the Pleiad and the Lyonnese Platonists— -Maurice So^ve, the overrated 
Louise Lab6, and their group. The influence of the Pleiad upon the lyrical 
poets of the English Renaissance has recently been reoogniaed by English 
oriticiiDL 
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tbe efficacity of their learning and the strength of their own 
vocation, but in the magnanimity of their race and the 
aptitude of their mother tongua Pedants might aspire to 
emulate the athletic accomplishments of Secundus and 
Sannazar, and allege the poverty of French to excuse their 
slothful prejudica The old Roman writers, instead of using 
Greek in despair at the inadequacy of Latin for certain 
purposes of literature, had deliberately forged for themselves 
a worthier instrument by analogy with the Greek. It was 
for French poets to enrich French similarly. Neither Du 
Bellay nor Ronsard himself recommended an arbitrary 
multiplication of words : their theory of coinage was cautious 
enough, and their practice in many cases fortunate. But 
they erred by taking the indigence of the language too 
readUy for granted, as if, because Marot's talent was content 
with a few words, it was the want of words that had strait- 
ened it And if it was inevitable, and in a measure salutary, 
at this stage, that the language should be crammed with 
more ink-horn elements than it could possibly digest, cer- 
tainly the poets of the Pleiad were tempted to prolixity by 
the very abundance of their material, and, what is worse, iheir 
example spread the mischievous superstition of synonyms, 
and the heresy of a distinct poetical vocabulaiy. 

Time has approved at almost every point Ronsard's treat- 
ment of the national prosody. He left it to Antoine de 
Balf to make abortive experiments with quantitative verse : 
his own precepts, so fsa from being revolutionary, did little 
more than define and sanction the better practice of his 
immediate predecessors. Thus, he forbade certain laxities 
of rime and deprecated the cacophonous clash of vowels, 
settled the alternation of masculine and feminine endings, 
decreed the elision of a mute following a sonorous vowel, 
and insisted on closing the half line with a strong syllable 
in the Alexandrine, which it is one of his notable achieve- 
ments to have restored — especially in lyrical strophes of 
various measures — to the place of honour it had lost since 
Rutebeuf. It is true the Alexandrine of the Pleiad had not 
yet acquired the stability of a real unit; a certain envy of 
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the Virgilian amplitude fretting at the limits of a measure 
numerically shorter than the hexameter, and of which the 
rhythmical elasticity was still to discover, may account for 
the frequent overflow of Ronsard's periods, wUch too often 
efbce the terminal accent to emphasise the bisection of the 
line. And his choice of the short-breathed decasyllable for 
his unlucky epic La Frcmciade, shows clearly enough how 
little he had divined the resources and the dignity of that 
magnificent type. But without him would the Alexandrine 
have survived at all ? 

Ronsard is the author of the French ode— of the name 
and of the thing. Allured at first by the Piudaric divisions, 
strophe and antistrophe and epode, he came to see the 
futiUty of those appellations, and retained only the essential 
conception of one poem with several parts converging to a 
climax. He is a great master of movement. The very 
notions of design, structure, composition, were new to his 
contemporaries, and for the first time the French lyric 
gained noble proportions in his hands. A sounder know- 
ledge of mediaeval poetry has reduced the number of 
structural inventions which can be ascribed to Ronsard — 
and still he remains the most fertile inventor in the whole 
history of French poetry. He gave the name of Ode only 
to his longer lyrics, high of purpose, mainly objective in 
theme and essentially religious in tone and feeling: in 
reality most of the love-poems, the small delicate master- 
pieces on which his fame now rests, are also Odes. It is 
in these that his ardent and fastidious personality is most 
clearly expressed. In these especially he invokes the com- 
panionship of the inanimate, and ransacks earth and heaven 
for fair similitude& There he confides most constantly in 
his own nature, and relents a little from the disastrous 
habit of mythological allusions, in which no doubt a 
superstitious reverence for antiquity is involved, but which 
also presents the exceptional case (Andr6 Ch6nier's is per- 
haps the only French parallel) of a Christian imagination 
retJly peopled with pagan forms by the force of a sympa- 
thetic assimilation. 
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The brevity of life, and the moral ancient poets drew 
from it — the ui^ency of filling the fugitive moments with 
our essential selves — is one of his characteristic themes. 
Another, its counterpart and complement, is the impotence 
of envious time. No poet can ever have carried with him 
a more absorbing ideal of fame than Bonsard. Queens and 
cardinals and (what was more to him) his peers and 
scholars promised him immortality : but for him, as for 
Milton, the glory of which he felt serenely sure was 
mystical, independent of all praise. Without false shame, 
he sai^ of it constantly, thinking less of his own person 
than of his illustrious tribe. For it is this after all which, 
more than his positive achievement, makes Ronsard stand 
out among the poets of France — ^that he lifted his art, once 
and for all, out of the domesticity in which it languished, 
and proclaimed the poet his own tyrant, with a royal 
conscience to guard and govern his inspiration. In his view 
facility and servility were one : hence his disdain for Marot's 
unstudied lightness, the milk-and-honey of Saint-Gelais, 
the laureate of a chivalrous revival — though he could be 
just to both upon occasion : hence too, in part, his deliberate 
rejection of those pleasant toys, baUadea, rondeaux, chants 
Toyomx, which threatened the freedom and the seriousness 
of poets with their quaint rigidity. 

Instead of these he brought into French poetry the 
real kinds — or what seemed such — into which the Oreeks 
and Romans had distributed all metrical composition, only 
excepting the Italian sonnet from his proscription of ' fixed 
forms.' He aspired to universal prowess, and Victor Hugo 
alone, of all French poets, can be said to have succeeded 
in such, diverse undertakings as Ronsard. He failed 
disastrously with his FraTuyiade, partly because he wanted 
the genius of sustained narration, partly because he had 
not access to the genuine matter of French epic and was 
easily seduced by the prestige of a bookish argument. 
But love, landscape and the praise of noble men are not aU 
the stuff of Ronsard's finest work: he shared the public 
soUcitude, and (not to speak of the famous ode to Michel 
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de L'Hdpital) hia Diacau/ra are among the loftiest and the 
sagest appeals for humanity and concord that issued from 
the national side in the religious struggles. 

His towering figure dwarfs his comrades — ^Du BeUay, 
the tender and spontaneous el^iac with a vein of satire, 
and a master of the sonnet; Remy Belleau, an exquisite 
craftsman; the learned Baif, the philosophical Pontus 
de Thyard ; ^tienne Jodelle, who inaugurated French 
tragedy, hut a hotter poet than dramatist. Their aims were 
Ronsard's : they had little of his force ; nothing majestic in 
their defiance of sohriety hlinds us to the fundamental 
weakness of the school. And when a generation has passed, 
and Desportes appears, sugared and precious, there is an 
end of high ambitions, and the fester of Italianism lies 
open. Those Danaan gifts of the Renaissance, the curiosity 
of life and the theory of beauty, came charged with dangers 
for the poise of the French mind. It had not to acquire 
the notion of humanity, and the new learning difibsed 
through Christendom furnished that notion with a store of 
concrete applications to a distant age and other races, so 
like and so unlike us. But Italy had set up an equivocal 
ideal of the homo maavine homo, and the universal man 
was conceived not as a norm but as a rarity; by her 
example that craving to multiply the particular existence 
which is the principle of artistic effort as of most other 
activities confounded art with accomplishments and 
aristocracy with vocation. It was a gain to French poetry 
that sesthetic emotion should be perceived as the specific 
criterion of perfect work, that form should be recognised 
as logically distinct from matter, and the legitimate object 
of a method deducible from the study of great models : 
to mistake a logical for a real distinction and adopt the 
Transalpine 'indifference to the content ' was, for the lesser 
disciples of Ronsard, to condemn themselves to laborious 
sterility or histrionic postures. 

If Desportes, by Ids mannered prettiness and conceits 
and obscurity, accentuates the original vice of a brilliant 
school, there are two poets somewhat loosely adhering to it 
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in the next generation whose virile temperaments found 
expression in unexampled works. Agrippa d'Aubign6, a 
Huguenot captain, wrote voluminously both prose and 
verse, m the intervals of fighting for religious freedom 
and the dismemberment of his country; his humorous 
Faenneste is forgotten, but the fame of Lea Tragicques has 
(almost in our times) revived. The poem belongs to the 
fiercest period of the civil wars, though it was not 
published before the first years of the seventeenth century, 
which saw the final ruin of the protestant feudalism. It 
is long, loosely constructed, tedious in parts; d'Aubign^'s 
Alexandrine is, like Ronsard's, a shifting entity ; and there 
are quagmires of finical phrase in the masterpiece, which 
remind his readers that the old fanatic had served his 
poetical apprenticeship as a purveyor of gallantries. But 
the rhythm has a prodigious energy, the vivid scenes of 
conspiracy and slaughter bum our eyes as we read, the 
comminatory parts are pitched in a key of Hebraical 
solemnity : Les Tragicques is a monument of lyrical satire 
which stood alone in the language until the exile of 
Victor Hugo produced Les ChdtimerUs, and is hardly to 
be matched in ours for the sonorous vehemence of its 
invective, though we have Milton's thunderous verse and 
scurrilous prose, and the sardonical fiiry of Absalom cmd 
Aehitophel. 

Mathurin R^gnier is a satirist of another sort. His 
erudition — ^for he knew the Romans by heart — and his 
colour bind him to the Pleiad: his racy freshness, zest, 
agility, the conspicuous power in Lim of seeming simple, 
and the continual surprise of an expression startlingly 
right, carry us back not merely to Marot but to Villon too. 
Moliere inherited his vein and his diction, and the prose of 
Saint-Simon more than a hundred years later had the 
same vivacity and savour in a similar enterprise. This 
scandalous churchman (he was incorrigibly profligate) 
chastised folly without zeal, by the malice of keen senses 
and the tenacity of a sensuous memory which revived the 
jery looks and tones and gestures of men, but also by the 
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integrating force of an intelligence which could gather 
into types the particular bugbears of his sane humanity. 

It was perhaps as the nephew of Desportes that R^gnier 
felt obliged to break a lance with the implacable critic of 
his relative, by way of defending 'the fame of Ronsard : 
in any case it was a strange and deplorable confusion of 
issues which pitted so national a talent against the man 
who did more than any one else to consummate a national 
reformation in the matter of poetry. 

Fran9ois de Malherbe was a Norman gentleman who 
spent his life in hard campaigning of one sort or another : 
in youth he drew the sword for his faith and the integrity 
of the kingdom, and ended as the champion of the 
French idiom in its purity, and of the literary conscienca 
He wrote a very few thousand lines of verse ; and of that 
little some is in the worst taste of the times, stilted and 
decorative and grossly Italianate. How he was converted 
is not known, but in middle age, or rather later, he formed 
a new manner, from which conceits are not entirely absent, 
but which is in the main the perfect model of sententious 
eloquence. There was no exuberance in his talent : half a 
dozen topics, chosen for their common interest and 
developed broadly, in concise and solid formulas, sufficed 
him; and he took only a few, and the most compact and 
sober, of Ronsard's strophes for his mouldB. With these, 
and the grave and confident tone of a robust frankness, a 
reasonable stoicism, he achieved two or three masterpieces 
which teach the meaning of orderly and true expression. 
But his precepts, formal and informal, were even more 
valuable than his example. They result from an intolerant 
contempt for waste material, and a conception eminently 
social of his art. The chaotic affluence of Ronsard's 
vocabulary did not charm him : it wanted a standard, and 
it provoked redundance. He tilted against the Gascon 
brogue of King Henrfs court, and referred a dispute over 
a common word to the porters of the hay-market, thus 
signifying his confidence in the usage of the Pa/nsis, that 
cradle of the language. He sought to restore its gristle 
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by an extreme condensation, that is, by requiring that not 
a syllable should be used for ornament, but that a man 
should set down only what he meant. Malherbe was not 
insensible to the sonorous virtues of speech, but he under- 
stood by harmony a continual propriety of expression, and 
a connection of parts which the reason can appreciate. To 
eliminate caprice and chasten personality seemed to him a 
necessary aim of the poetical discipline. He never thought 
of poetry as anything else but a form of talk invested with 
a traditional prestige, by which the particular mind trans- 
lates for the general the accumulated sagacity of ages. 
But he laboured to make it as definite a form as possible, 
and that is the whole gist of his riders upon the prosodical 
l^islation of the Pleiad — that the voice should halt where 
the sense is consummated, and that rime should be 
always strenuous, never slovenly. In striving to impose 
these principles, he took for his models those of the 
Romans whose accent is most reasonable and whose labour 
is most cunning ; but it may be said of him that through 
the Romans he discovered virtues latent in the national 
literature, though already manifest in French building: 
economy, balance, a clearness which is not only (Uke 
plain English) practical, but logical also, and exacts an 
evident, a definite relation of units in a group; but 
especially the adjustment of proportions to the human 
scale. 

The development of the classical ideal in French art and 
principally in letters was the work of no single intelligence. 
Ronsa^, it has been said justly, belongs to the prehistoric 
age of classicism, the age of individual experiment. Malherbe 
did all one man could do half consciously to conciliate the 
aesthetic scruple, the breadth and serious enthusiasms of 
the sixteenth century, its learning and luxurious disdain, 
with those gregarious instincts, that sobriety and aversion 
lo whatever is esoteric and disorderly, that preference of 
discourse over ejaculation, which are the perpetual guardians 
of the French tradition. Descartes, after him, presents 
truth not as a professional pursuit, but as the object of our 
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common reason, and lays the foundation of a psychology 
which is to he the occupation of a century. The elder 
Balzac takes up French prose at the point where Montaigne 
had left it, and gives it equality and cadence. Vaugelas, 
the grammarian from Savoy, reveals that sort of purity in 
the form of words and structure of phrase which only a 
passionate attachment to idiom can attain. But in the 
formation of a national taste not inferior to the master- 
pieces of the century, French society itself — a recent thing 
— directly co-operated. There was indeed a stage when 
those celebrated gatherings at the Hdtel de Rambouillet 
and other great houses threatened to frustrate, or at least 
pervert, the enterprise of Malherba When fine ladies 
leagued with professed wits undertook to humanise the 
fierce energy of a rude, fiiU-blooded, turbulent nobility 
disused to adl the graces by the civil wars, it is no wonder 
they overshot the mark of the urbane in their terror of 
boorishness and insulsity. It was at first an intercourse of 
violent natures newly ambitious to assert themselves in a 
spiritual sphere, and ready to lend the exaggerated import- 
ance of a contest to everything spoken : there was no room 
for pointless talk ; and periphrastical inventions became at 
once a protest against crudity, the jargon of a caste, and the 
opportunity of a vehement egoism transplanted from camps 
and cabinets to drawing-rooms and bedsides. Delight in 
verbalisms, and a rage for recondite allusions and allegorical 
politeness were fostered by the vogue of a new Italianism 
which set in with the brilliant pastorals of Marino and 
Ouarini, and complicated by a very superficially Spanish 
strain of strutting and fantastical extravaganca MsJherbe 
himself did not quite escape these modish taints; nor later 
did the magnificent Comeilla They were not (any more 
than our Euphuists, our 'metaphysical school' of poetry) 
symptoms of a decadence, but on the contrary the accidents 
of an effort, which at last succeeded, to soften the manners 
of a robustious generation. The settlement of the kingdom, 
the disgrace of a clique, a general reaction against the 
exotic, the widening of French society, are some of the 
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obvious eatues which gradually threw ofiF the poison of a 
tortured maoner, the maimer of Astraea and the Pastor 
Fido, and prepared a saner public to laugh with Molitee at 
the provincial counterfeit of Parisian affectations, and at the 
pestilent female pedantry which appeared afterwards as a 
by-blow of the same spirit. But this must be remembered 
to the credit of the pr^cieuaes, that their aims, the constitu- 
tion of a cultivated nucleus, the purgation of the language 
by the test of usage rather than by the tyranny of peda- 
gogues, were infinitely respectable; and that it is m great 
measure owing to their intervention that in the age in which 
the French mind yielded not absolutely its greatest, but 
assuredly its most original contribution to European letters, 
the tone of discourse, civil, imstilted and conciliatory, pre- 
vailed; and that from then till now the relation of the 
written to the spoken language has, upon the whole, been 
constantly closer than in the case of any other modem 
idiom. 

The lessons of Malherbe anticipated the consolidation of 
a fastidious public, secured gainst the charms of an exces- 
aive personal adventure in poetry by the ascertainment of 
its true intellectual bench-marks. But, in the first half of 
the seventeenth century, the immediate influence of society 
upon lyricism was almost entirely pernicious. There were 
men of talent among the 'bedside poets': Vincent Voiture, 
the spoilt child of a sphere above his birth, displays here 
and there an amplitude worthy of a higher ambition than 
to be the most facile, the most 'natural' model of an 
artificial style; Sarrazin's witty triolets have an inimitable 
finish; the trifling fancy of Benserade is often exquisite. 
But neither they, nor Thtophile de Viau nor Saint-Amant 
— ^two writers who had certainly a spark of genius, and by 
no means depended upon the humours of fashion for their 
themes, however disastrously both were in different ways 
contaminated by its jargon — are of a calibre to make any one 
regret the victory of reason over temperament Th^ophile, 
a loose liver and loose talker caught, perhaps unjustly, in 
the web of hesesy, possessed what Malherbe wanted — a 
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teeming inyention, spontaneity, a rich (and not impure) 
vocabulary; and such of his serious pieces as the Epistle 
written in exile to King Lewis the Thirteenth and the Odes 
against Winter and to Solitude show him capable of an 
impressive sincerity. Saint- Amant, a pensioner of queens 
and one of the hardest drinkers of his time, wrote plentifully 
and most unequally, but with extraordinary mastery of rime, 
variety, and power of sensuous presentment A sneer of 
Boileau's turned his heroical Moyae Sauvi into a byword 
for inflation and absurdity: it is a poor epic, wanting 
enthusiasm, coherence, simplicity; yet it contains many 
passages of indisputable grace and vigour; and among the 
shorter poems of Saint- Amant several are remarkable for 
the fiill flavour and extreme vitality and faithfulness of the 
descriptions, a sensitive ponderation of sounds, a delightful 
comic sense and abundance of unused metaphors. But in 
Th^ophile and Saint-Amant alike the artistic outlay is too 
often disproportionate to the occasion, details are too con- 
spicuous in a hazy plan ; and they paid especially too heavy 
a concession to the imported taste for bombastic mannerism, 
strained figures, and the frivolous equivocations our Cowley 
called 'jests for Dutch men and English boys,' to deserve 
any credit for having vindicated the rights of subjective 
inspiration against an ' art made tongue-ty'd by authority.' 

Meanwhile Maynard, Malherbe's best scholar, who left 
some fine examples of a Roman gravity and chastity of 
form, vainly denounced the idols of his contemporaries ; and 
if the soldier dilettante Racan (to whom we owe the valuable 
life of Malherbe) had less reason to complain of an ungrate- 
ful public, it was doubtless the conventional mundane form 
of his dramatic lAylh—hergeriea — which captured attention, 
rather than the odes and sonnets in which he approved his 
discipleship — a real discipleship, however obscured by the 
vagaries of a mutinous negligence, which his happy gift 
was genuine enough in small undertakings to afford. The 
definite acceptance of ideals which inevitably sacrificed some 
lyrical sources to the common interests of literature, was 
delayed even after Corneille, whose voice is often the voice 
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of a Malherbe Idas jejune and more aspiring, fixed with his 
politic masterpieces the characteristic type of French tri^edy 
— a crisis of issues all moral, all internal, in natures soberly 
differenced from the race, a crisis provoked by the simplest 
and fewest outward agencies and compressed within the 
straitest bounds of space and time and logical progression. 



Ill 

In the brief Augustan period ^ a nice and spontaneous 
compromise almost e&ced the eternal ant^onism between 
the world of poets and the world outside them, by the free 
acceptance of conventional limits on one side and on the 
other by an unique alertness of the imaginative intelligence 
among the ruling class of Frenchmen. The admirable 
poetry made in the Oreat Eing^s reign supposed the rigorous 
distinction of mind from matter, and dealt exclusively with 
mind; its paramount concern being the conflict of passions, 
reason or discernment, and freewill in the social man. It 
sought to represent human truth purged of its accidents ; 
and, instead of the ideal figure summing and lighting up 
the movement of the Sixteenth Century, that creature of 
diverse aptitudes, mobile temperament, and unprejudiced 
curiosity called the complete or universal man, it sub- 
stituted, as the arbiter of its tone and language and interests, 
VhcnvrUte hovnmie — the cultivated man of the world, who 
made the study of his fellow-men (or more narrowly of his 
equals) the occupation of a stately leisure, whose talk was 
mainly a ventilation of ideas, a gleaning of maxims, a 
definition of types, and whose abhorrence of obtruded per- 
sonality, intolerant of strangeness, mystery and emphasis in 
speech, proscribed the learned and the trivial jargons, terms 
of art and all that smacked of a function or a hobby or a 
trade. 

L'hown£te hxyimne sublimated — such was the poet of those 

^ It Uea between Lt Oid (1636) and the last writings of Boaeuet (1704) : 
more narrowly between Pascal's ProvinciaUs (1656) and AihoKe (1691). 
King Lewis the Fourteenth sucoeeded in 1648 and died in 1715. 
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spacious days, one who eliminated both autobiography and 
the exaltation of unconscious nature from his matter, whose 
characteristic tone was neither introspective nor ecstatic, 
but observant, conversible, even declamatory, and whose 
predilection for the general, the human, and the durable, 
shaped a speech already rich in rational elements and if 
anything deficient in the sensuous ; for he held the under- 
standing supreme, the common measure of sensations, and 
was persuaded that we become entirely articulate only by 
being a little less ourselves. And so he renounced the 
elegiac solace of intimate avowals, the direct appeal from 
sense to sense and from mood to mood, the notation of fluid 
dreams, the hoarse eloquence of a dishevelled frenzy. What 
else more necessary to the vitality of art was implicitly 
sacrificed with these things, could not be discerned before 
time had exhausted the original energy that begot the three 
great dramatic poets and the one great lyrist of the seven- 
teenth century.* 

With a boundless sympathy, a temperament at once 
various, expansive and serene, the surest and the least 
crabbed insight into men, the readiest eyes a poet ever had, 
it was La Fontaine's feat to affirm himself wholly in the 
colour and savour and texture of style, to conciliate the 
love of art and the love of life in a playful offering of worldly 
wisdom, and to freight with a large representation of earth 
a fancy that remained aerial. To his power of illusion and 
exquisite sense of form it is certain that the shrewdness, the 
irony, the wit, a vein of discreet tenderness that runs through 
all his writings, a vision of reality singularly complete, are 
subordinate enhancements, not only in the Fables, but in 
the delicious and luxuriant comedies, and in those perfunc- 
torily licentious Gaulish Tales which are to be read (in 
something of the spirit Charles Lamb recommended to die 
spectator of our artificial comedy*) as wonderful exercises 

' The nune of Segnuui ahoald no doubt come second (magno sed proximuB 
interyaUo) to La Fontaine*!, aa a bnoolio poet of tme bat timid lyrical 
temperament. 

' ' I am the gayer at least for it ; and I oonld nerer connect thoee sports 
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in the graces of swift narration. Like all the classics — ^like 
most real creators — he dispensed with the credit of inventing 
his subjects or his framework; and by these, but much 
more by the ancestral, imstratified diversity of his language, 
he is a conciliator, soldering the Middle Ages and Marot 
and Rabelais both with antiquity and with his own time. 
Its peculiar virtues were all his : the interest of character, 
the very tone of reason, the scrupulous submission to con- 
ditional truth, limpidity, discretion, detachment; especially 
he had the genius of construction — that is, skill in marshal- 
ling the parte of a subject — and the rarer genius of com- 
position, which means skill in distributing the parts of a 
poem. But his supreme originality lies in the continual 
invention of inimitable schemes, never exactly repeated, so 
supple, so delicate in their obedience to a secret rule that 
they seem the effect of blind chance or of a precarious 
power until they are studied and found to be the exact 
rhythmical equivalent of mobile sensations and an imper- 
turbable comic spirit, and an undogmatical sagadty, and 
a quiet tireless zest for life. 

The dramatists concern us here only as poets. When we 
have abstracted the splendid moral gesture of Comeille, the 
fanaticism of his pund(m6r, the casuistical basis of his keen 
dialogue, the thoughtful concentration of his busy plots, the 
poet^ remains — a poetry which is the natural idiom of his 
thought, and never falters. Smoothness is not its merit, 
nor diapason, nor opulence of figures; and his manner, 
sometimes truculent and not seldom precious, yields to the 
alternative temptations of his time; but a virile energy, a 
solid eloquence which disdains extrinsic aids, and braces 
the will to heroical action by the bare presentment of 
absolute postures, a rhythm impetuous, without subtlety, 
translatii^ the clash of minds by the eager attack of clauses 
— the brevity which resumes vital situations and digested 
truth, an easy and native pomp in the carriage of his Ihies — 

of a witty fancy in any shape with any reralt to be drawn from them to 
imitation in real life. They are a world of themaelTei almoit aa much as 
fairyland.' 
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these things belong to ComeiUe, and, besides, a felicity of 
structure far surpassing his master Malherbe's, attested by 
the lyrical soliloquies of Le Cid and Polyeucte and by his 
versions from the Liturgy.* 

The greatness of Moli^re, who gathers up in himself, as 
does no other French Augustan, whatever is most univer- 
sally human in the genius of his race, might less unjustly 
be held independent of qualities in a special sense poetical. 
The steadfastness of his piercing smile is a necessary part 
of his definition, so are his resolute appeal to an fdmost 
inexorable sanity and the wisdom of his social sense; the 
invention, the formative power that fused Terence and 
Scaramouch and Patelin and the deep science of scenical 
perspective controlling the revelation of his creatures in 
words and acts, the near presence of his men and women 
and their indissoluble consistency as types, his loyalty to 
the conception of comedy and to the rule of one mood, 
even while his large philosophy continually points beyond 
the limits of the comic — ^by all this we are first and last 
impressed, to the prejudice it may well be of the admirable 
vehicle, prose or verse. The peculiar qualities of Moli^re's 
verse are vivacity and frankness. It is neither conspicuously 
sonorous nor often delicate, and negligences abound : but it 
is downright, full of pith, prompt and never halting, and 
wells free and warm from that teeming brain ; and where, 
as in that delightful Amphitryon, his fancy schematises at 
will, he almost rivals La Fontaine and shows such a tact 
and resourcefulness as no writer, not essentially a writer of 
verse, could ever call to help him. Like R^gnier, artistically 
in many ways his prototype, he is steeped in idiom, so that 
his very solecisms are racier than another's regularity. And 
the style deserves to be called national It is indeed inimit- 
ably nervous and agile and vivid, and its fundamental unity is 
apparent to us ; but it has an extraordinary range, as a style 
must have that is to contain the noble singularity of Alceste 
and Martine's rustic pertness with all that lies between; 

^ Not to speak of the improvised masqne of Ptych/S, in which he coUabo- 
rated with Moli^re and the deft librettist Quinault. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



INTRODUCTION 29 

it transcends the courtly and the metropolitan; and the 
narrower taste of the time stumbled at its disparities, and 
especially at a certain preference for a popular tone which 
it discerned in him. Tet to suppose (with some modem 
critics) a sort of anti-classical protest in the great foe of 
fustian, eccentricity and the confusion of kinds, the natural, 
the reasonable and exclusively human master of 'man's 
proper faculty,' is strangely to misread Moli^re. 

In the case of Racine at least no such discordancy has 
been suggested to his praise or blame: it is past doubt 
that his tragedy is quintessential, the most authentic and 
authoritatiye emanation of the classical French spirit, the 
sovereign equivalent in one art of a particular civilisation 
at its acme. He is not quite the greatest of French poets, 
nor even the most French, if we look for the intense 
affirmation of a characteristic drift — but simply the flower 
of the French mind. And so nicely trimmed is the balance 
of his properties that his singularity is ill to define and the 
real kernel of his genius is the less accessible to foreigners as 
he is not one of those who thrust forward insistently some 
single aspect — even the strangest^f the national souL To 
us Englishmen Racine appears usually as an intelligence: 
lus countrymen enjoy in his poetry, principally, a delicate 
mode of violent feeling. If any virtues of Racine's stand 
out, they are economy and the sense of values. Understand 
that a poet has weighed his words and thrown no word 
away, and you read him deliberately, you raise the currency 
of his thought, the temperature of his emotion. The rust 
18 washed off the old lustre of metaphors, and what seemed 
the sign only of an idea recovers the vitality of an original 
sensation. For the significance of any gesture is at once 
relative to its rarity and dependent on the quickness of a 
sympathetic attention. The English poetical tradition is 
more tumultuous, more emphatic ; and do not the French- 
men of a later day feel all the seduction of a shriller pitch, 
a wider range ? Nevertheless they retain the subtle memory 
of his atmosphere; and the redvntegroLtio a/nuyris which 
welcomes again and again so exquisite an example of 
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measure, a reticence, a suavity, a sparing of the pathetic 
goad ever grateful to a prompt and sensitive people, is 
as a continually fresh delight (after the torrents, the forests 
and the threatening cliffs of other lands) in the pastoral 
undulations of his He de France. 

It is a little beside the present purpose to praise the 
magnificent order of the tragic matter in Racine, his austere 
exclusion of whatever might distract a spectator from the con- 
tinuous action not of outward circumstances upon character 
but of passions alternately surging and receding and surging 
till they engulf the soul ; or to note the intensity and the 
faultlessly true expression of the great figures — Hermione 
the injured beauty, dangerous Orestes, Roxana, the victim 
Phaedra and Nero's mother and Jehoiada the implacable 
fanatic — types which allured him less it seems by their 
prestige than by their parabolical humanity, as signal 
instances of our common casa Still less pertinent would 
be any consideration of his Greek scholarship; or of the 
degree in which Port-Royal may be held responsible for 
the ' Christian fatalism ' discoverable, as some think, in his 
tragedies. But as more strictly within the poetical domain 
we may speak of his diction, the general colour of his work, 
of those sudden imaginative gusts which hardly shake the 
surface of his dialogue but leave a deep disquietude behind, 
— and above all of his verse in itself, the rich modulation 
and the cunning numbers. It is not a positive merit in 
Racine that, whether through a natural frugality or obey- 
ing the squeamishness of his society, he could contain 
himself within a very few thousand words; but it is a 
merit that he should have used them to such purposa 
The speech of his creatures is in its elements almost the 
daily speech of well-bred people, and if that limitation 
accounts for certain minced or starchy formulas which 
afflict us now by their reiteration, yet more marvellous is 
the mastery which with materials so sober could reach and 
sustain an ideal solemnity of utteranca There is not one 
of his characters who exceeds the occasion, but also there 
are none that fall below the promise of their sounding 
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names. Being a poet, not an archaeologist, he held the 
ancients rather by their sure points of likeness to us modems 
than by their problematical diversity: it is Shakespeare's 
superiority that his Greeks and Romans are even more 
particularly Jacobean Englishmen (cloims or captains) than 
Racine's are nobles of the galleries at Versailles ; for Racine, 
like all his contemporaries, tended to eliminate particulars ; 
but he as well as Shakespeare discerned the essential matter 
— that their creatures must be brought near to us to live. 
The 'sensible critic' in Gcmdide advises that a dramatist 
should be always a poet, but take care none of his characters 
should seem poet& Voltaire was thinking of Racine, who 
echoed many voices with one voice — the triumph of 
illusion — and had the secret of a unity of tone that was 
never inappropriate. But Racine would not have been a 
great poet if, with words that are always directly relevant, 
he had not suggested infinite horizona Sparse perhaps 
and uniform are the fragments he gives us wherewith to 
build a whole world of light and harmony fit to contain 
those souls of noble birth and the dignity of their conflicts 
and their anguish : but that whole world was in his mind. 

As Racine shifted the main interest from the wiU to the 
passions without touching the framework or altering the 
scope of French tragedy, so he multiplied the aptitudes of 
the Alexandrine, but left it mainly the Alexandrine of 
Malherbe. Typical French poets from the beginning had 
usually accounted the pleasure conveyed to the ear by the 
mere sounds within a line, as distinguished from its rhythm, 
an accessory and inferior or even meretricious recommenda- 
tion ; and they had been used to concentrate all their purely 
' musical ' resources upon a rime which should strike the 
hour of a rhythmical period somewhat loudly and capture 
the mind by being at once expected and unforeseen. Racine 
possessed the instinct and the science of melody in a degree 
which has left him still without a rival : so surely did he 
play upon the d^adation of the vowel scale, the kinship 
and antipathy of consonants, and so exceptional was the 
thoogkt he bestowed upon the ill-ascertained element of 
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quantity, that he could well afford to be relatively indifferent 
to the sonority of his rimes. As to rhjrthm, he carried the 
principle of variety to the utmost point, while obeying 
the prescription of a fixed breathing-space in the middle 
of a line: indeed, like La Fontaine and Moli^re, he some- 
times (and especially in his one genial comedy) hazarded a 
rhythmical equivocation by avoiding ihe coincidence of a 
logical pause with that required by the habit of the French 
ear. In a word, by his sure phrasing, his perfect use of 
metrical equivalents, the varied speed, the fullness and 
continuous euphony he imparted to the great traditional 
verse, Racine attained the extreme perfection of which it 
was capable without some change of formula. And the 
Alexandrine does not contain all his art His early lyrics 
indeed are not much more than middling; but when in his 
prime an imperious scruple (of which no one should judge 
rashly) made profane poetry incalculably the poorer for 
his honourable retreat, he wrote some hymns which are of 
an exquisite savour, and later the choric portions of his 
sacred drama, and particularly the superb prophesyii^ 
of Jehoiada in his &[ial masterpiece, show the fiill spread 
of his soaring genius and the whole stature of his yearning 
soul. 

There was also Nicolas Boileau. The inconsiderate but 
very explicable contempt which two or three generations of 
French poets have thrown away upon the Legislator of Par- 
nassus has altered the character of his renown without destroy- 
ing it. As a lyrist in the proper sense there is no question of 
rehabilitating him: goodwill cannot galvanise the Ode on 
the siege of Namur ; and the merits of his satire, in so fiEur as 
it does not come under the head of criticism, may be justly 
stated in few words. He knew the town and studied the 
court, and rendered with a full flavour and the particular 
exactness of a lesser Dutch painter the outward sjrmptoms 
of many follies that offended the sturdy and outspoken good 
sense of the cultivated juridical class. Le LtUrvn, though 
less delicate and less effective than Ttie Rape of the Lock or 
than Vert' Vert — a fairer comparison, — ^has humour, composi- 
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tion and vitality. In deJEiult of majesty or tenderness 
BoUeau's verse does not want colour (for this bookish, 
sedentary person could use his eyes) and wears at its best a 
very natural air : it is 'a friend to light/ unsurpassably con- 
cise and even pr^nant ; and the rimes in general are any- 
thing but casuaL But — to come to Boileau's literary doctrine 
— LAri Poitique would not have been the complete gospel 
of poetasters for over a century, nor afterwards a red rag to 
the more aggressive sort of Romantics, if it had been con- 
sidered in its historical significance. He made turgidity 
ridiculous, drove out the foreign fashions, and wrenched the 
poetical succession from the hands of gifted amateurs when 
their jargon and their drifUess experiments were mighty. 
We have lost in some degree the very associations of his 
favourite terms. ' Truth ' and beauty are one : but the truth 
is of a sort which should ' reign even in fable ' — it is there- 
fore the artistic sincerity which commands a poet to 'tell 
his readers nothing he has not told himself' Nature could 
not mean more than human nature to his times; and all 
the teaching of Boileau goes to discourage that kind of 
eccentricity which overstrained the capacity for illusion at 
the point where it was then most sensitive— the knowledge 
of men's hearts. And when he made Reason the arbiter he 
was not depreciating sensation or strong feeling as a source 
of poetry, nor commending platitude, nor degrading poetry 
to the rank of an acquirable accomplishment, but persuading 
all who would write in verse to know their talent and not 
force it, and to remember how precarious is the charm of 
impressions which a co-ordinating principle does not present 
as objects of thought and judgment to posterity. The 
second-rate poet who thus cemented Malherbe's labour was 
devoted to his craft and its difficulties ; and he came oppor- 
tunely with his lesson — that the durable virtue of the 
ancient writers is their probity. 

It is important that this should be admitted. For 
the insufficiency of his legislation can escape no modem 
mind. Boileau's whole system is too patently inelastic, 
rhetoricianly, full of dangerous equivocations — such as the 
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word agriahU, which seems to confuse the aesthetic emotion 
with the satisfaction of contemplating objects pleasant in 
reality ; or the word viMe, which seems to confuse magnifi- 
cence with breeding. It is noteworthy that he placed the 
mythological superstition under a re%ious sanction. The 
breach with the Middle Ages was indeed complete ; and it 
was the Church herself whose late-bom scruples had cut off 
the Christian sources from French poets and broken the 
continuity of French tragedy. If Esther and Aihxdie were 
unconscious attempts to recover the tradition of the 
MyaUrea} here, as in other things, Racine had no successor. 
But, in one word, the counsels of Boileau are good and bad 
inextricably mingled. It is his lasting reproach that he 
offered poetical formulas only too capable of a mechanical 
application to the next age, which thought in prose. His 
best title to honour is that he gave his own age some solid 
reasons for preferring Moli^re, La Fontaine, Racine, to the 
wits, the pedants and the exquisites who applauded Pradon, 
governed the Academy, and still delighted the retired 
heroines of the Fronde. 

IV 

The art of Racine, the art of La Fontaine owes much of 
its essential harmony to a certain profound disinterest. It 
was positive, therefore serene ; intense, not comprehensive ; 
it knew its frontiers, and made a common conception of the 
world, of life and its business, the basis of a patient and 
solid psychological invention. Of this detachment, this 
acquiescence, the next age was radically incapable. The 
imaginative faculties were indeed at a discount, while the 
foremost minds were chiefly engaged in disseminating a 
critical spirit, and, later, in proposing postulates of tremendous 
import to mankind — an effort favourable in the long run to 
the rebuilding of poetry on broader foundations, but imme- 

^ Thif breach of contmuity ii the great hiitorioal difference between the 
French dramatic development and ours. Max MfiUer would have spelt it 
MUUrt, The word does not represent, as he thought, the Latin vwMsUrivim ; 
but the idea of ' liturgical function * is in it ^HX the i 
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diately productive only of a literature clogged with nega- 
tions and enthralled to alien motives. Nevertheless through- 
out the space of years, notoriously ungrateful in the history 
of French poetry, which lies between the production of 
AthaUe or La Fontaine's last Fables and the elegies of 
Lamartine, a superstition part academical, part worldly, and 
aUied with a relative sterility, secured a kind of mechanical 
allegiance to the ideals of good writing which the men of the 
great reign had set before themselves, but which their suc- 
cessors failed to adapt to new conditions and to use as living 
principle& Therefore it is just to call this the age of the 
classical decadence. 

The poetry then made in France was in the main abstract, 
ftnd imitative, and unskilful. The versified ideology of the 
eighteenth century was something very different from that 
chaste, candid, orderly expression of general emotions and 
heritable truths to which a pure taste, ancient models of per- 
fection and the acceptance of oiur reason as the ultimate and 
incorruptible tribunal had guided the masters of the seven- 
teenth. Their matter was necessarily concrete ; the nobility 
of their even tones communicated a generous exaltation 
quick to pierce the significance of moral types — the character- 
istic achievement of the French classics; their speech, 
stripped already of so many words carrying immediate and 
precise sensations with them, was still substantial, robust, 
suggestive. The contrast between the poetry of ^Lacine's 
age and that of Voltaire's might almost be summed up, in 
this one aspect, by sajring that the general was now deserted 
for the aheirdct, the representation of experience for the 
analysis of intellectual relations, painting for definition, the 
eloquence of eternal commonplaces for battles of syllogistic 
wit, the exploration of passions and the reconstruction of 
characters for a jingling together of mere notions and, as it 
were, an algebraical handli^ of disembodied qualities. This 
was the broad tendency,^ never so despotic indeed as not to 

^ It affected the prose literature in a leis degree —nearly all the vertebrate 
authors of the time are writers of prose. Lesage and Saint-Simon (who 
writes Uke a contemporary of the Fronde), Marivauz in his noyels — for his 
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admit of several exceptions, phases and degrees, but upon the 
whole common to a poetry in which the rapid defacement 
of current metaphors and the penury of new, with all the 
timid and irrelevant prejudices which fenced about a blood- 
less but patented vocabulary, more and more attenuated the 
plastic elements of style. Confined almost to the traffic of 
ideas, the French language became in the eighteenth century 
incomparably apt for that employment: a speech incisive 
and colourless, frigidly transparent, brisk and nimble rather 
than energetic, subtly discriminative but short-breathed, 
elegant in outline but devoid of unction and amplitude — ^in 
a word, the perfect vehicle of exact science, humanitarian 
controversy, diplomatic reports ; and for all the purposes of 
the imagination, too rare, too gaseous, too unreal. A verbal 
art aspiring to express the immaterial by signs that open 
out no avenues of sensuous memory is, if not a contradiction 
in terms, at the utmost a frail, shadowy, wire-drawn a&ir ; 
and such an art, in certain exquisite examples, the eighteenth 
century did actually achieve. But most often even the 
artistic intention was absent from its verse, with the creative 
gust and the hunger for perfect forms: poetry itself was 
become a sort of superstition ; and the pragmatical, the dis- 
int^rating curiosity which had sapped the authority of the 
ancients and dimly perceived already a world too wide for 
the circumscriptions and tranquillity of the classical ideal, 
were impotent to renew the sources of inspiration, or even 
to break rules of which the true sanction did not touch 
these times. The poets believed it possible to reproduce by 
system the recent masterpieces they admired by habit ; their 
imitations were the more servile for being founded on 
imperfect understanding; and they still trailed after them 
the trappings of the Greek mythology without the ease of a 
familiar scholarship or the pretext of an over-scrupulous 
piety. The one serious attempt at emancipation threatened 

delicate comedy Ib quite bodiless— Boffon, Diderot, Beaumarchais, are the 
least abstract of eighteenth century writers ; all the imaginative vigour of 
Voltaire himself passed into certain of his prose works; and the great 
change was foreshadowed in the prose of Rousseau, and carried into the 
next period by the prose of Ohateaubriand. 
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the very form of verse, at the beginning of this period, upon 
the score of uselessness! Voltaire and the protests of 
fashion saved from the assaults of La Motte-Houdart what 
was in truth very little worth preserving — the prestige of a 
troublesome full-dress for ceremonious occasions, the mere- 
tricious attractions of a slender envelope for bulky pamphlets. 
No symptom of degeneracy marks the versifiers of the 
classical decadence so universally as the neglect of their 
instrument. Melody was not in them, nor any gift of 
structure ; movement they have, but without variety ; their 
rhythm is a rigid symmetry of antithetical half-lines, and the 
indigence of their perfunctory rimes is complete and shame- 
less. The poets had ceased to think in versa 

In a broad view, nearly all the verse made in the eighteenth 
century falls under two kinds — the didactic and the trifling, 
or, if you like, the instructive and the elegant ; and perhaps 
all the exceptions to the general sterility should be assigned 
to the latter class. The period excelled, from Jean-Baptiste 
Rousseau to Lebrun and Andrieux and Ch^nier the younger, 
with the epigram. It offers models of neatness, niceness, 
ingenuity, wherever it is enough to scintillate without fatigue 
and without emphasis — ^in epistles, madrigals, compliments, 
anecdotes, and in the comic, acute or merely malicious (as 
opposed to the indignant and lyrical) satire, which aims 
only at raising against the victim 'the laughter of the 
mind.' With many of its fugitive poets, certain secondary 
traditions of the earlier seventeenth centiuy showed a 
singular vivacity: an elegant impertinence reflected the 
revival of literary (as of political) energy in the great 
feudal class after a period of sourness and depression. One 
of its favourites, the epicurean priest Chaulieu — the easy 
and vigorous laureate of the Duchess du Maine's merry 
court at Sceaux, which balanced the morose propriety of 
Versailles in the last sad years of the old King — is 
astride between the two ages. Voltaire, as a fugitive poet, 
succeeded and far surpassed Chaulieu; the gallant Dorat 
continued Voltaire. But the most immediate success of the 
century, perhaps, was won by Cresset's unique Vert-VeH, a 
piece of very special pleasantry, rippling easily, unpretentious 
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to the point of negligence, but of Attic flavour and a fresh* 
ness irresistible to Regency palates — a delicious thing in a 
little way, which foreign judges have sometimes praised 
hyperbolically for the satisfaction of acknowledging that the 
French are superior triflers. In Gresset, though he has no 
real models, the strain of Marot reappears, run somewhat 
thin. A little of Saint- Amant again, at least the Bacchic 
part of him, filtered down to 'Le Caveau,' the famous 
* shades ' where the jpohtes crotUa clinked glasses — ^Yad^, who 
brought a sort of Billingsgate into fashion for a moment, 
Panard, a direct ancestor of B^ranger and author of the 
inimitable description of the Opera, and that wild quarrel- 
some Piron who wrote many things well, comedies in verse 
and prose burlesques (the delight of suburban booths) and 
the most caustic of epigrams, and jolly drinking-songs; and 
at least one exquisite rondeau : 

^ y ivent lea brans en d^pit des blondins ! ' 

But if the poetry intended only to amuse the public or to 
exhibit a polite accomplishment was not wholly negligible, 
it was certainly less characteristic of the age than the poetry 
of proof and disproof. Didactic verse is, of course, as l^iti- 
mate as didactic prose, though now far less useful (which is 
the test), because a kind of discourse in which the argument 
makes its own measiures as it proceeds, can convey know- 
ledge or opinions with greater subtlety and fullness, and the 
old advantage of verse that it is more easily remembered 
belongs to the childhood of letters and learning. This is 
why Voltaire, in his philosophical verse, only clogs the 
fluidity and honesty of his thought, and almost divests him- 
self of those capital qualities of his, irony and speed. But 
if verse were as fit as prose to thresh out difficulties and 
refute errors and instil science, didactic verse would belong 
to literature even more seldom than didactic prose — only, in 
fact, when with a single purpose an author fulfilled a double 
set of conditions.^ All that the didactic spirit accomplished 

^ Under modern oonditions, the choice of verse as a medium implies that 
a writer does not care supremely for his subject in itself. Where, in all 
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in eighteenth-century verse wa43 to corrupt even those artistic 
forms which are most obviously self-sufficient, and co-operate 
with the general tendency to abstractions, the purely decora- 
tive ideal of poetry which prevailed, whether the writer were 
merely a rhetorician requiring a theme for declamation (and 
this is the case of Jean-Baptiste Bousseau, who possessed 
nearly all the acquirable virtues of a poet), or one who by 
his very diverse energies was continually tempted, as Vol- 
taire was in his tragedies, to exploit his most genuine crea- 
tions in extra-literary interests.^ His lamentable epic is 
both an exercise and a pretext. Its conception is irremedi- 
ably systematic and frigid : a few brilliant portraits, two or 
three vivacious scenes, some astute views of statecraft 
strikingly expressed, these are all its recommendations, un- 
less we add that the mere attempt to treat a living, national 
subject was a great step in a right direction. Xa Hewrir- 
ode is immensely inferior to La PuceUe ; and this is perhaps 
the place to say that that burlesque epic has the same 
qualities as the shorter Tales of Voltaire. It is very un- 
equal, and the grimace of its ricomement libertin is dis- 
agreeable : but the zest of its narrative movement must be 
recognised, and there is a literary virtue (which Renan and 
M. Anatole France have inherited) in the effective em- 
ployment of a certain perfidious, discreet and implacable 
irony. 

A particular species of didactic verse — the descriptive 
— ^in which the latter half of the period was amazingly 
prolific, must be mentioned, because nowhere else is the 
indigence of imaginative resources, the timidity and levity 
of the poets so conspicuous. As they were fundamentally 

the instmctive poetry of the last three oenturiee, Ib the equivalent in verse 
of Berkeley's Theory of Vinon or Bossuet's sermon on Final Impenitence or 
Bnffon's NcUural HvOory or Newman's Orammar of AshsU^ 

^ The failnres of Voltaire as a tragic poet had, no donbt, many canses : 
the aU-suffioient canse was a want of imagination, for which his dexterity 
in oontriving stage effects, and his merely geographical enlargement of the 
traditional subjects, oonld not atone. Bnt the polemical conception of some 
characters, the flatulent diatribes against priests and rulers of the people, 
were contributory disabilities. 
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indifferent to their matter, had no original emotions to com- 
municate and were seldom supported by the remembrance 
of their own distinct sensuous perceptions, the one anxiety of 
the descriptive writers was to keep their diction at the 
diplomatic level while enumerating or defining, without 
choice, the contents of a drawing-room or an orchard, the 
joys of domesticity or the incidents of the chase. They are 
not for a moment to be compared with the better English 
' poets of nature ' who startled the Georgian dullness with 
their prim but charming preludes to the mighty outburst of 
our modem lyric. The insipidity of Saint-Lambert's para- 
phrase is in perfect contrast with Thomson's large harmony 
of effects and weighty manner. There is nothing of the 
humour and naturalness and sensitive colouring, the intense 
sympathy, the faithfulness of detail that make The Task 
and Table Talk delightful, to be found in J/Homme dee 
Cham/pe or in Za Pitii or in any other work of Jacques 
Delille, who held the sceptre of Voltaire until the Restora- 
tion. Nobody was smoother than Delille, nor more glib, 
nor more uniform, and that ingenmty in devising phrases 
that neither name an object (kitchen utensil or field 
flower or domestic animal) nor suggest its essence, but 
imply, if you are sharp at guessing, its intelligible notion by 
discreet allusion, as in some jeu de eocUti, had in him its 
most accomplished master. The fashion of descriptive 
poetry is, however, positively interesting for this reason, 
that it was ostensibly an effort to bring poetry into contact 
with everyday life and to make it contain more things. That 
was symptomatic of the trend towards comprehensiveness ; 
and, with a little more sincerity, French verse at this stage 
might have expressed the impartial (yet genuine) curiosity 
in whatever has a character of its own, the instinctive 
realism, the difibsion of literary interest which belong, for 
instance, to the careless but nervous and expansive prose 
of Diderot. But what sincerity of expression could there 
be without the power of vision, the power of retaining 
and combining sensations, above all without a concrete 
vocabulary? As it was, there mingled with the frivolity 
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and the didacticism of French verse, more especially from 
the last years of Lewis the Fifteenth to the Revolution, a 
strain of roseate and elegant philanthropy, a skin-deep, self- 
satisfied tenderness.^ The vogue of Young's Nights and 
Gessner's Idylls, the popularity of Pavi and Virginia, the 
enthusiasm which doted upon the Creole languor and the 
Parisian lubricity of M. de Pamy — a poet who possessed, 
however, a particular accent, some grace of melody, and 
deserves credit for keeping alive the tradition of the strophe 
— are so many symptoms of ' a waste of feeling unemployed/ 
Vagueness in art is much the same as insincerity ; yet, as a 
body and its shadow are inseparable, it is not always possible 
to distinguish this complacent tearfulness, and all the cant 
about nature and simplicity and solitude which fed it, from 
the rare, authentic premonitions of a Ijnnical awakenii^. 
The starch and atrophy of classicism were first repudiated 
in prose— in the magnetical cadenced prose of Rousseau, 
the logician of instinct whose introspective idealism, at once 
profoundly unsociable and vehemently expansive, wrought 
miracles with a faded language long disused to express the 
correspondence between the inner and the outer world, and 
the eternal priority of the man who feels over the philosopher 
who reasons. And even Rousseau, if we can separate his 
purely literary influence from the contagion of his politics 
and Uie slower infiltration of his domesticity and his theism, 
caught the taste of his own and the next generation mainly 
by the elegiac strain in La NcuveUe Hd&iae — a strain which 
so many reputations besides his had conspired to bring into 
the favour of drawing-rooms in the last years of the old 
monarchy. It is a strain common to prose and verse ; but 
in all essential indications of a deeper change it was natural 
that verse should lag behind Rousseau's example and later 
on behind that of Chateaubriand, whose self-centred chivalry 
reinforced the protest against the suppression of personal 
emotion with a rarer visual memory and a more generous 
gift of verbal structure. Verse, its essence being conformity, 

^ It WM Mademoiselle de LespinMse who said of Diderot, quite jnstly : 
' Sa sensibility est k floor de peaa.' 
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offered a specific resistance to all aesthetical adventure, it 
was the stronghold of academical taste ; and, as a vehicle 
eminently mundane in its later tradition, it was the less 
attractive to vigorous talents at a time when the serious 
issues on which the hopes of the nation hung were the 
tyrants of inspiration. The exception is Andr^ Ch6nier. 

The ill-starred young poet ^ of the barbed lambes and those 
delicious Eglogues was once claimed as a pioneer of Romance, 
but has long since recovered his true rank as a restorer of 
the classical tradition and as the one vigorous maker of 
verse with a generation in which he chimed in everything but 
his vigour. The fragments he left show a poetical ambition 
of infinite variety : what French poetry, but for his tragical 
death, had to expect from him may perhaps be better 
measured by the sketch of a De Rerwm Natnra, to which — 
like the insipid but scholarly Fontanes and other French- 
men of the time — ^he had harnessed his talents already, than 
by the civic satire to which indignation whetted him, or by 
the personal cry which his fate wrung from him at the last. 
He sang for the most part on a scale of easy rationalism and 
superficial pathos, alternately expressing a modish dalliance 
and that sanguine humanitarianism of moderate reformers 
on which the sharp sword of a people in earnest swung 
suddenly down ; but also the conscientious erudition then 
reviving, to which (more certainly than to a Greek mother) 
we owe the noble familiarity of his reproductions from 
antiquity — an Alexandrinism vivified, like that of Ronsard, 
by the experience of his own senses. Bray and the He de 
France are his Arcadia, and his nymphs have Christian names ; 
and, in spite of lapses into the dullest allegory, Andr^ 
Ch^nier stands alone in the century as a poet whose 
descriptions are properly imaginative, who had, moreover, 
such skill in French verse as none had proved since Racine. 

^ Chtoier'B name is lometimea ooapled with that of another poet' who died 
young, Gilbert (1751-1780), who flatiriaed the phUa9ophe$ in somewhat 
remarkable verse, and whose swan-song {Paraphrcue de pluiieurs pmvmes) 
happens to be in the same measure as the lambett though disposed in 
quatrains. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



INTRODUCTION 43 

Grace, movement, verbal invention, expressive rimes dis- 
tinguish all he wrote. He is not exempt from the vice of 
inversions, and on the other hand is sometimes irr^ular 
without reason, and it is too much to credit him with having 
really extended the rhythmical resources of the Alexandrine 
and shown the way to Victor Hugo ; but he never used it 
perfunctorily, and visibly took a lesson from the Greeks in 
the art of varjong his periods.^ 

The pompous vacuity of Ch^nier's political odes, half 
concealed by merits of structure, serves, as well as his 
brother's hynms and tragedies and most of the other poetry 
engendered by events, to show how little the Revolution and 
the Empire availed immediately to speed on the long- 
expected spring. That time of stress held in suspense the 
hopes of disinterested art. Official encouragement urged 
some inefficient talents to heroic narrative, and historical 
accident reinforcing the prestige of Rome and Sparta revived 
a pseudo-classical poetry in its most odious forms. Ducis, 
who had adapted Shakespeare with a timidity which belied 
his real enthusiasm, gave over his efforts to put new life into 
French tragedy ; Lemercier in mock-heroic satire displayed 
more boldness than sense of form; abstract description 
emigrated with Delille and (having learned and forgotten 
nothing) returned with him; ChinedoU^ and Millevoye 
carried on the feeble fashion of elegant melancholy. Such 
was the state of French poetry just before the dawn ; while 
in prose the work of preparation advanced with Madame 
de Stael, a poor artist but a brilliant desseminator of ideas, 
whose critical writings accustomed French minds to the 
notion of relativity in taste and recommended exotic master- 
pieces to their curiosity; but culminated with Chateau- 
briand, whose genius awoke the slumbering faculty of images, 
and, by an apology never before attempted, undermined the 
disastrous favour of indifferent mjrthologies and the in- 

^ Some of Ch^ier*! alleged ef^ambemenU are merely the cloee of a 
parenthesii : others have an iU-oonsidered diiBonance. He was by no 
means the first to weaken, exceptionally, the 'median caesura'; and the 
instances of a eovpe Umaire in his lines are very rare and eqniyooal. 
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yeterate disdain for some essential sources of inspiration, 
sources as rich in visions as in feeling, and at once the most 
intimate and the most national of all. 



Upon such antecedents, remote and immediate, followed 
that long spell of intense imaginative energy of which this 
book is meant to illustrate the characteristic production in 
verse. It is to be sure a subordinate, but still a conspicuous 
attraction of the French poetry made during the last three 
or four generations, that within its limits the fluctuations of 
the poetical ideal have been quick, full and conscious beyond 
any example in previous ages ; so that, whether we consider 
the relation of art to the experience of artists, or the elasticity 
of the instrument, or the alternate supremacy of one or 
other element in all verbal expression — thought, sensation, 
feeling — we shall find that the leavening mass of excellent 
poets has travelled, not illogically and at each stage with 
a spontaneous and fruitful unanimity, from one extreme to 
the other of taste and method and intention. 

The rapid determination and definite character of the 
successive movements distinguishable in the recent de- 
velopment of the French literature must be attributed in 
great part to the modem concentration of intellectual 
resources, and especially to those friendships grounded upon 
sympathies of the brain through which conmion formulas 
and doctrines are most surely elaborated. Our own litera- 
ture has profited little in comparison with the French by 
such associations of groping talent : we do not owe much to 
schools of poetry and are wise perhaps to ignore them and 
to vindicate the dignity of insulated effort. But the French 
intelligence is eminently gregarious. Across the Channel, 
while the larger public remained indifferent to literary 
theory and even to poetry itself, the existence of an inner 
public relatively numerous and remarkably coherent, having 
a trained palate, strong traditions and a mobile curiosity, 
has tended to quicken aesthetical experiment, to sharpen 
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the riTaLry of creeds and abridge the periods of gestation in 
which fitful ToUeities turn into dominating principles. It 
will hardly be said that, in the last eighty years at least, 
genius in France has been sacrificed to system or sterilised by 
fjAshion : but these changes of direction are the more luminous 
because they have been thorough and irresistible, and 
display abundantly at one view the utmost capacity of a 
race for poetry. He who turns from the elder writers to 
those of the nineteenth century may recognise in their 
output the several drifts and predilections, the congenital 
scruples, the sudden apostasies towards alien perfections, to 
which the French mind from the Crusades to the time of 
Napoleon had all along been prone. But the waves that 
have latterly carried it this way and that have been separated 
by none of those intervals of languor and stagnation which 
attenuate the interest of the earlier centuries. 

The first, fullest and most violent of these waves is called 
RomanticisuL The word romomtique ^ in a literary applica- 
tion was brought into France by Madame de Stael, who, in 
her sensational and overrated work on Germany, used it 
somewhat confusedly to denote Northern literatures as 
opposed to Southern, personal as opposed to objective writ- 
ing, and poetry concerned with modem and Christian subjects 
as opposed to poetry inspired by learned and pagan tradi- 
tion. She connected it also with the legends and sentiments 
of chivalry. After various fortunes it has been long accepted 
as an inexact but serviceable name for the new and char- 
acteristic form in which the imaginative spirit, as it rose 
from its ashes, appeared invested. That spirit infinitely 
transcends Romanticism ; but in the dazzlement of his resur- 
rection, we see little else of the phoenix but his plumage. 

French poetry recovered because poets were bom in 
France. What determined its common features in the first 



1 In the eighteenth oentnry it meant what is now expressed in French by 
romanetque and is stiU called romantic in English — an epithet of character. 
It is a deriyative of roman, a word which once signified the speech of 
provincial Romans, and specifically of the Gallic proyincials ; thence, any 
oomposition in the yemaonlar, and finally a story in verse or prose. 
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generation is not so deep a mystery. Three factors seem 
essential : the bankruptcy of classicism ; the political con- 
vulsions of thirty years ; the influence (chiefly indirect) of 
foreign literatures. 

The romantic movement was revolutionary: that is, its 
drift was to affirm what had been denied and to deny what 
had been indolently affirmed in the sterile years which went 
before it. It affirmed that poetry can better dispense with 
opinions than fail to touch the soul; that its scope is 
co-extensive with the whole world sensible and intelligible ; 
that emotion is its very air, but that its diet must needs be 
concrete— -in a word, that its sovereign faculty is imagina- 
tion, that power to provoke the return of lively impressions 
made upon the sight and other senses in combinations in- 
exhaustibly new, to quicken and humanise ideas by endowing 
them with the properties of animate beings, the loss of 
which had been the most conclusive disability of the classical 
decadence. It proclaimed all subjects legitimate. Unison 
is a narrower ideal than harmony ; art fuses fair with foul 
and tears with laughter. Literary 'kinds' are arbitrary 
distinctions; or at least there is no natural or necessary 
connexion between a particular species of composition and a 
particular theme or tone. Literature is the expression of 
society, and therefore governed by the law of change. Peri- 
phrasis is not a grace, but a mark of impotence, and words 
which can only be replaced by phrases are good enough to 
use. The vital principles of verse — variety and order — are 
secured when a poet receives his measures and invents his 
rhythms. — In the directions indicated by some such formulas 
as these, the romantic spirit revitalised and enfranchised 
poetry, starved and hideboimd as it had been for more than 
a hundred years. But indeed it was not content with re- 
pudiating Pamy and Delille. It held Boileau accountable for 
Lebrun-Pindare ; and even PJMre was compromised in the 
disgrace of Zavre; for though in principle the great Augustans 
were handsomely distinguished from their degenerate succes- 
sors, the tendency of the new poets was to praise them 
obliquely for having done what they did in spite of their sub- 
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serriency to the classical ideals. It was not clearly seen, or 
at least it was not constantly remembered, that (just because 
literature is the expression of society) it is by Moli^re and 
Comeille and La Fontaine and Racine that those ideals are 
justified; and that the dearth of poets in the eighteenth 
century is not explained by the survival of a certain concep- 
tion of poetry, but is the very reason why the eighteenth 
century had no formulas properly its own. For between 
the favourite notions of that contradictory and half-articu- 
late age — Progress or Perfectibility, the opposition of nature 
and society — its general tendency to bring more and more 
things into the domain of literature, — and the old forms 
to which it clung, the old prejudices which it travestied, 
there was a fundamental incongruity. 

We may assume that such a profound change as should 
bring poetoy into line with life was sooner or later inevitable 
without the intervention of a social cataclysm or any foreign 
agency whatever. Did not the Revolution and the wars 
suspend rather than precipitate an imminent transforma- 
tion ? It is easier at any rate to feel the general analogy 
between those convulsions and Romanticism, as successive 
affirmations of French energy revived, than to point with 
any certainty to the positive influence of political vicissitudes 
upon the new poetry. Here are some of their least doubtful 
effects. By the Revolution many barriers to a social fusion 
were thrown down, the ancient provincial frontiers almost 
trodden out of knowledge, the number of readers and play- 
goers indefinitely increased, the classical system of education 
for a time disorganised The realities of glory and peril 
fired home-keeping imaginations. An interval of conversa- 
tional anarchy broke the tradition of self-effacement and 
discretion, and men of intellect learned to balance the loss 
of patrons with the luxury of talking about themselves. 
Some persecution, the continual hasard of sudden death, the 
tremendous demonstrations of providential design, quickened 
the capacity of prayer and kindled an atmosphere favourable 
to the aesthetical theodicy of Chateaubriand. The future 
poets, 'begotten between a si^e and a victory,' rocked in epical 
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storms, grew up among intoxicating memories and titanic 
aspirations, hallucinated by the radiant figure of Napoleon, 
hungry for impossible adventures and solicited from their 
first lispings by the importunity of patriotic themes. 

Undoubtedly also the great upheaval helped to bring the 
French mind into closer contact with the mind of Europa 
It was not quite as when the Yalois carried home over the 
Alps a spiritual booty more precious than many kingdoms : 
yet a real if imponderable share in this other (and so 
dissimilar !) Renaissance belongs to the French eagles ; and 
its debt ia still more evident to the studious wanderings of 
some French prescripts. But it is easy to overestimate the 
degree in which foreign examples impregnated French poetry 
at this critical stage. The fact is that the French have 
always, except for tibe brief period in which their classical 
masterpieces were making, been accessible to intellectual 
influences from abroad. Before the eighteenth century, the 
attraction was usually Southern: ever since the banished 
Huguenots founded French colonies in Prussia, England and 
the Low Countries, the new impulses have come most often 
from the North. But what distinguishes the exoticism of 
the Romantic period is not that it was particularly fertile, 
but that it was above all else dogmatic. The Romantic 
poets read Shakespeare: what they sought and found in 
him was chiefly a corroboration of their schemes for 're- 
forming' French tragedy — or, more generally, the most 
illustrious example of that comprehensiveness, that harmony 
of contrasts, that relative indifference to formal unity, which 
were notes of the new spirit Scott and Byron in quite 
different ways confirmed Chateaubriand; so did what was 
known of Goethe ; so did Macpherson's Ossian ; and Schiller, 
who owes so much to Jean-Jacques, gave a sanction to his 
influence in certain directions. To the enchantment of 
distance in time and space (the picturesque view of history, 
the prestige of ruins, the joy in diversity), a Romantic 
element obviously stimulated by foreign literature as well 
as foreign travel, the French soul has always been sensitive. 
Two other elements — 'the return to Nature,' and indivi- 
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dualism — may be called foreign, in so far as the inanimate 
had never preoccupied French poets as it had English, and 
they had never understood poetry as a confession. But 
Ben^ is independent of Werther and of Childe Harold. 
Those two Romantic figures impressed the French imagina- 
tion profoundly, but their racial characteristics — the senti- 
mental mediocrity of the German student, the insolent 
misanthropy of the English oligarch--could not really be 
absorbed. If' the return to Nature ' means attending to the 
beauty of landscape, or the perception of its analogies with 
the character of our passions, both are in Rousseau. There 
are faithful renderings of natural effects in Bemardin de 
Saint-Pierre. Chateaubriand is full of the^genivs loci. The 
conspicuous place of nature in French Romantic poets may 
almost be reduced to this — ^that they studied nature for the 
sake of metaphors, and that they revived an eternal common- 
place of all poetry — the contrast between its serenity and 
our agitations. Nature, for the Romantics, was still a part 
of man.^ For that conception it was useless to go to Shelley 
or to Wordsworth. The study of the inanimate as a basis 
for interpreting the world, which is as old as Bossuet, and 
the conception of man as a part of nature, which is as old 
as Buffon, fertilised much of the French poetry in the next 
generation: but whatever it owed to foreign science upon 
that score, its debt to foreign literature is inappreciable. 

The establishment of a new principle — the principle of 
freedom in^rt — ^was the permanent benefit of Romanticism. 
Successive schools of French poetry have still appealed to 
this; and it is indeed the principle of any durable vitality. 
In its broadest application it means, not that perfection is 
relative, but that the roads to perfection are innumerable; 
not that there are no rules, but that the rule of rules is to 
be oneself. And this is to deny the statical conception of 

1 AnthiopoiBcnphisin is of ooune the life of poetry : there ooold be no 
metaphors without it. But it may be remarked here that French art in 
general has resisted the efforts of modem thought to decentralise the 
uniyerse. The foundation of soeptioism in Franoe has been consistently 
psyohologioal : its reasons, that is, have been hnman reasons. 

D 
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art in which the impotent and parasitical poets of the 
decadence took refuge. But in two points the Romantic 
vindication of artistic freedom was especially fruitful ; and 
they are of paramount importance, since they have to do with 
the formal conditions of all poetry. The age-long depres- 
sion of imaginative power, however independent of design 
or theory, had been aggravated at least by artificial impedi- 
ments to its free exercise, and especially by that parody 
of true classical ideals which eschewed not only words so 
exact as to be technical and so £a.r less broadly human, 
but words which (in Dr. Johnson's splendid phrase) are 
simply ' level with life.' In spite of La Noiuvelle Hdlolse 
and its impassioned landscapes, in spite of the great pre- 
cursor Chateaubriand, who, without adding overmuch to 
the speech of Bossuet, brought into French prose more 
than all the colour and cadence of the £lSvation8, the 
Napoleonic versifiers had been content with a decimated 
vocabulary, insufficient to name ordinary objects without 
periphrasis — ^hopelessly inapt to give a body to passion, life 
to inanimate matter, to synthetise the universe by translat- 
ing simultaneous perceptions. To the young poets whose 
noviciate began with the return of the Bourbons, the bounds 
of the meagre traditional dialect appeared all at once as a 
preposterous obstacle : their emotional vigour, the pressing 
flood of their sensations surged against the dam of oli- 
garchy. The republic of words, wherein domicile and 
service confer citizenship and from which a conscientious 
distribution of labour excludes the corruption of synonyms, 
was not to be founded in a day, though the metaphorical 
faculty was rea^^iakened and seeking its nourishment in a 
fresh study of the external world. But from the moment 
when the restraints imposed by cautious elegance and 

\ accepted by a sapless ideology were really felt, enfranchise- 

\ ment was in sight already ; and the fortunes of the language 

"^O were committed to the guidance of men whose sure and 

curious vision, and tenacious memory for whatever had 
touched their senses or their sympathies, refused to deliver 
an unfaithful record. Their needs and their example 
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recalled many ancient words from their age-long banish- 
ment, enriched the common stock from the stores of ^ 
technical usage, broke through the arbitrary barriers which L^ 
separated the diction of verse from the diction of imagina- 
tive prose, eSeuoed the stigma of triviality from whole 
families of sturdy and vivid expressions disqualilSed for no 
better reason than that they had continued to serve the 
unsophisticated part of the nation, spread abroad the 
gospel of an exact nomenclature and restored the whole- 
some habit of regarding the individual sign and not the 
ready-made phrase as the unit of thought. So searching 
and so necessary a reform, as it was hotly resisted, did not 
triumph without some abuses and exaggerations; but the 
wonder is not that mere novelty (a notion which includes 
the strangeness of archaisms) was sometimes held by the 
reformers a sufficient title to preferment, that they some- 
times affected an ostentatious partiiJity towards the 
singular, the exotic, the forgotten, but that upon the whole 
the tact and learning of the leaders were as conspicuous 
as their enthusiasm ; that Victor Hugo in particular, and 
his counsellor Sainte-Beuve and his lieutenant Gautier, 
were not only rejuvenators but reconcilers, kept a deep 
respect for the traditions of written French, cared to be 
imderstood, and refused the easy honour of creating an 
esoteric jargon. 

The right to use every genuine word in the language on 
occasion is a fundamental condition of sincerity. But 
command of the special instrument is another. After more 
than a hundred years of mechanical exercises, the making 
of French verse definitely ceased, with the advent of 
Lamartine, to be a mere process of adjustment, and became 
once more the speaking of a mother-tongue. Lamartine 
was no metrician : he never possessed what BanviUe calls 
' the imagination of rime,' and in embarrassment he readily 
leaned upon the tolerated license of inversions; but his 
eloquence was of a kind which falls naturally into 
recurrent forms, and he was congenitally endowed with the 
mysterious power of using sounds to reinforce emotions. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



62 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

the instinct which seizes upon the illusory analogies of 
the ear and appropriates the sympathetic qualities of 
syllables to the matter. The elegiac smoothness, the 
celestial euphony of his song is all his own and is not, 
perhaps, a virtue which wears well; but after Lamartine 
no French poet could afford to neglect sonority. 

Lamartine's originality did not lie in his form, however. 
He was content with traditional cadences. Victor Hugo 
is the sovereign forger of rhythms, as he is the absolute 
lord of metaphors. He began as a pupil — extraordinarily 
vigorous and fluent — of Jean-Baptiste Rousseau and the 
Abb4 Delille. His formal genius ripened with the slow 
conquest of his spiritual personality, as experience 
nourished a visual memory of singular acuity, an imagina- 
tion of immense synthetic power : gradually he added new 
cadences to the old and multiplied a hundredfold the 
rhythmical resources of French verse, especially of the 
Alexandrine — still supreme throughout a century in which 
no measure has been neglected. Among lines conforming 
strictly to the classical type, with its prescribed division 
into two equal periods of sounds and therefore of sense 
(the nature of stress in French requiring the concurrence), 
he interspersed, much more liberally than the great poets 
of the seventeenth century had done, other lines in which 
the logical or grammatical coherence of the words admits 
the marking of an interruption after the sixths syllable 
but suggests its relative efiBekcement by making it subordi- 
nate to more effective pauses within the half-lines, occurring 
here or there at the poet's discretion. This sort of equivo- 
cation, or discord, was no new thing : but its frequency was 
new. When, later, adhering still to the traditional formula 
in far the greater number of his lines, Hugo so distributed 
his phrasing in the minority that the intention of bridging 
the median interval is unmistakable, a new type of Alex- 
andrine was evolved: for the secondary groups subsisting 
now became the principal, and such a line was almost 
necessarily tripartite, and actually of shorter duration than 
the normally fourfold model of Racine. Yet, by a scruple 
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which has been commonly misunderstood, Hugo continued 
in all cases to make his sixth syllable final — that is, capable 
in theory of bearing a stress; and this was not a mere 
typographical superstition, but a delicate satisfaction of the 
memory. Thus, while the habits of the French ear were 
respected, its curiosity was gratified; and the sense of 
monotony being progressive, the modification was gradual. 
The introduction of a discord prepared the way for a new 
concordance which differed from the old by making pros- 
ody obey instead of goyeming the purpose of the poet. 
Rhythm, in the Romantic Alexandrine, is expressive, or 
we might say realistic: since the natural expression of 
emotion tends indeed to recurrence, but to intermittent and 
complex recurrence. Hugo did not limit the operation of 
this principle to the internal economy of the line: it 
involved also a modification of the old rule that a strong 
cleavage should separate line from line, and reacted against 
the old tendency to complete the sense strictly within the 
bounds of each riming pair of lines. Not only did he 
enfranchise the elaboration of thought from the care of 
symmetry, but discreetly and occasionally he even pro- 
longed an indivisible logical (and consequently a rhyth- 
mical) period beyond the last syllable of a line, so that the 
breathing-space between two lines was suppressed. This 
sort of syncopation, together with his innovations in the 
intemal^rhythm, would have disconcerted the ear to the 
extent of endangering the stability of the measure itself 
if it had been frequent or arbitrary, and especially if the 
unity of the line had not been accentuated by the rime, 
which in Hugo and his followers is an element of supreme 
importance. That it should be exact was not enough : it 
must be emphatic, and difficult: it must always surpass 
the expectation of the hearer. This was to return to the 
precepts of Malherbe; but Hugo's conception of rime is 
imaginative as well as material He conceived it as not only 
sonorous, but suggestive, symbolical — ^not only a bell 
which enforces the sensation of time, but a beacon to the 
vision and the understanding. And it is true that some- 
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times he saw in it a mere pretext for an astonishing dis- 
play of virtuosity, a sort of goddess Fortune, a aeaarne where- 
with to unlock a treasury of verbal improvisation. But 
these abuses have the excuse of an exuberant genius which 
is its own tempter; and, when all is said, they are rare 
in proportion to his output. And it remains true that 
Hugo went to the root of poetry in discerning the mystical 
collaboration of a consecrated element of form (which so 
easily degenerates into a meretricious accessory) in the 
travail of the spirit 

The greatest of the French poets influenced the form of 
French verse in other things besides rime and rhythm — 
notably in structure ; for if he invented no new measures, 
and scarcely any new types of strophe, he carried an immense 
number of those existing already to perfection, and he 
restored the French ode by his science of composition, his 
unequalled power of varied movement and his majestic 
sense of climax. But his service to the Alexandrine (in 
which, as in other services, he had counsellors and collabo- 
rators, but no master) is such that it seemed worth while, at 
the risk of a little apparent disproportion, to describe in 
some detail its principal feature& For in no other direc- 
tion did the Romantic cry for freedom, for fresh air, corrected 
by a very French instinct or scruple of continuity — for 
which the movement has received too little credit — achieve 
results at once so characteristic and so durable. 

The triumph of Romanticism was complete and short- 
lived. It was a fever, vehement and transitory; it was a 
movement, and 'a movement,' said Newman, 'is a thing 
which moves/ Victor Hugo, as also Alfred de Vigny, 
remained superior, if not indifferent, to all the literary 
movements of the century. The militant phase of his 
career as a poet is identified with Romanticism; at his 
zenith — and he was yet to rise to his fiill height in lyrical 
satire, in historical rhapsodies, in vast apocalyptic poems of 
a category still unnamed — his inspiration is largely objec- 
tive, and much that was vital in the later formulas is con- 
tained in him: but none contains him, nor (though his 
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supremacy was undisputed) did he preside over the elabora- 
tion of any. 

It happened that the fall, in 1843, of Hugo's fine drama. 
Lea Bv/rgraves, which revealed the epic poet in him, was 
hailed as a public sign that Romanticism had lost ground ; 
and Ponsard, whose agreeable talent was essentially eclectic, 
appeared for a moment to stand for the revenge of common- 
sense over a magnificent absurdity that had held the stage 
too long. As a matter of fact, the Romantic charm, as 
represented for example by Alfred de Musset, was just 
beginning to penetrate the most conservative element in 
France, the provincial middle-class ; and the great Romantic 
commonplaces, in a debased, conventional form, were almost 
popular. The fertile discontent, without which French 
poetry would once again have sunk into hebetude or dis- 
solved in chaos, arose among the poets themselves; and it 
was not for some years after Lea Burgravea that its results 
appeared in a fresh wave of lyrical energy. 

The charge against Romanticism of being a foreign thing 
is easily refuted. Nevertheless, that opening of the flood- 
gates to all the forms of egoism and all the curiosities of \_ . 
feeling which gave birth to a poetry as various in its interests 
as it was rich in its assembl^e of temperaments, implied a 
conflict with some constitutional leanings of French art — its 
abhorrence of singularity and tumult, its incorruptible desire 
for order, for measure, for a conscientious absorption in the 
object The autonomy of the imagination had been vindi- 
cated against the despotism of a taste and a code which 
once were held immutable : it was time to impose a new 
discipline. The next phase, though it repudiated none of 
the Romantic achievements, was reactionary as well as deri- 
vative, and in so far it interpreted the repentant sanity of 
the race, after a surfeit of yAhftlljffljff Bpl^^pHmua 

The great militant generation of poets had brandished the 
notion of beauty self-justified in the faces of their elders, and 
had given some examples of an indestructible and flawless 
excellence; but in general they had seemed to prefer adyen- 
tnre, character, vitality, to that perfection in which form 
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and matter are one. They had measured suoceBS by the 
iotSDsity rather than the quality of the emotions they 
excited. They had nursed the idea of insp^atio^t as a state 
of passive receptivity ; but they had too often mistaken the 
craving to project an ideal personality for an imperious 
visitation of the muse. They had trusted in their own 
exuberance, and, disdaining to know, had asked of time and 
space nothing more than an incitement, a background, an 
embroidery. And some of them had written their lives. 

In the seventeenth century a native jealousy of the self- 
assertion which would exalt a singer above his song had 
expressed itself characteristically as a social virtue and as a 
rule of reason : it was an offence against good-breeding then 
to take the world into your confidence, and he who strove 
to communicate what made him different from other 
men was so much the less human and the less intelligible. 
Those particular sanctions were obsolete; but the same 
instinct was still lively. It prompted the poets who 
succeeded the first champions of artistic freedom to 
propose a new ideal of serenity, of a serenity no longer 
acquiescent, no longer founded upon common certitude and 
voluntary limitations, but absolute, comprehensive, in some 
sort superhuman. Art, they thought, is a sanctuary, a 
refuge from the transient. It advances no proofs, it defends 
no persons : it imposes a transfiguration of the world. The 
creation of beautiful forms, which is a great deliberate exer- 
cise of special faculties, cannot but express the intimate 
being of an artist. His work itself is his likeness ; but his 
passions, misfortunes, ambitions, prejudices, are irrelevant. 
If he is preoccupied with the transmission of his own image, 
his hand will tremble ; and this means, not that he will be 
more sincere, but that he will be less accomplished. Fur- 
ther, to invent is not to imagine. An imagination which is 
not continually fed by reality, necessarily drops into vague- 
ness or convention — chews the cud or starves. A new 
vision of the world is the result of a steady undistracted 
gaze; and what sort of an illusion is that which a little 
experience reproves ? Your Romantic Italy is at the mercy 
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of every traveller; the merest dabbler in history knows 
enough to contradict your Romantic conception of the 
Middle Ages ; and to men of the world human nature seems 
too complex for your Romantic antitheses and inconse- 
quences of character I The poet must remain invisible and 
neutral, using his intelligence to sift and harmonise the 
chaos of sensations, not to betray the reaction of his person- 
ality upon the material life offers. 

It was the bias of the P arnassian s (as the poets of this 
second generation were called after a famous anthology) to 
depreciate pers onal emotion in p oetry and to give pre- 
emifleuco 6Ver other qualities to the quality of seeing Pnie» 
Insensibility has been laid to their charge; anT^ realism. 
And it is true no doubt that the Olympian attitude attracted 
a congenital aridity in some secondary followers of Leconte 
de Lisle; while others practised the merely acquirable 
faculties of expression upon literally translating brute frag- 
ments of experience, chosen with an impartiality very near 
indifference. But the principle of self-repression, which 
enjoins the loyal presentment of objects, by no means pro- 
scribes those which our minds cannot contemplate dispas- 
sionately; and to restore the authority of observation and 
study is not to propose the attainment of a neutral truth as 
the supreme end of art. Judged by the masterful works in 
which the leader of this school sought to reanimate the 
successive illusions of the race, the characteristic matter of 
Parnassian verse, if not directly passionate, involves the 
perpetual so urce of hum agi^rrow and hopa In the mid- 
cenEury, while determinism reigned and the conception of a 
universal flux, the aching sense of our common mutability 
had greater power to inspire than the thrills of any particular 
agitation : the staple themes of lyricism, discredited as they 
were by the romantic abuse, suffered a partial eclipse ; but 
a penetrating, if diffused, emotion clings to those inconstant 
dreams of the divine which the greatest of the Parnassians 
marshalled in a grave and elaborate procession. 

No school has ever held up a more inflexible ideal of 
autonomous beauty. Order, harmony of parts, meaStnre^the 
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absolute probity of words, sonority, salient rime, clear 
rhjrthmical formulas crystallising the temerities of Hugo 
and his fellows — without these the Parnassians did not con- 
ceive perfection; by these they undertook to chasten and 
to integrate their impressions of the sensible world — for 
(eliminating personal sentiment and opinion) they chose to 
concentrate the resources of expression upon the revival of 
sensations, and chiefly those of sight. Another test of 
absolute sincerity they imposed— minute^tte&tk»-amd re- 
search — a homage to ascertainable trutE^which often strikes 
us as disproportionate ; and in order to escape out of them- 
selves they too readily submitted their credentials to archae- 
ology, physics and the study of comparative religions. 
Leconte's famous equivocal appeal for a partnership or a 
confusion of art and learning,^ an imconscious threat to 
degrade poetry to the rank of a tire- woman to science, paved 
the way for a fatal usurpation ; in spite of its disdain for the 
present and the particular, its stately and arrogant aesthetics, 
Pamassianism cannot be acquitted of a certain affinity with 
that denial of all art called FeaUfigi. If art, being creative, 
is necessarily a variation, a falsifying of experience, it would 
seem at first sight that the art of Parnassus should have 
been the more averse from the bare notation of experience, 
original or second-hand, as the formal and logical conditions 
it laid down were more stringent and complex and its 
material more recondite. Yet nothing, in fact, is more 
certain than that the multiplication of obstacles and delight 
in overcoming them are entirely compatible with a poetry 
of reproduction. Indeed, if several adherents of an artistic 
ideal essentially noble tended in practice to accept the mere 
imitation of nature as a sufficient motive ; if a rigorous exacti- 
tude, which in their general system had been no more than 
a precaution or a protest against the whims and blunders 
and self-absorption of the Romantics, too often remains the 
only interest of their inelective content, it may well be that, 
apart from any scientific ambition, an almost athletic crafts- 
manship disposed them to value description for its own sake. 
^ See the Prefaoe to PoMnea AnHques. 
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Never before had so high a level of technical accomplish- 
ment been so commonly attained : this fact contains a warn- 
ing that the Parnassian perfection was largely mechanical 
and wanted spontaneity. — The-mHtimmen<rw«y in truth not 
so supple but that our pleasure in all save the greatest poets 
of the school can be dissociated from our interest There is 
something that the unflagging splendour of its rhythms, the 
transparency of its marble surface, its uniform movement, 
its serenity, its dazzling and well-filled pictures never 
succeed in expressing — something more essential than the 
objects and the relations of objects which it names with 
infallible precision — perhaps the very imperfection of the 
mobile and sensitive human mind. 

About the time when Victor Hugo, the prisoner of his 
renown, was giving his last energies to tedious polemics, 
French poetry took its bearings anew and began to shape 
another course. Some, who had served a zealous noviciate 
to the austere discipline of Leconte, came to believe that 
their art, encumbered with conditions and exhausted by the 
effort to reconcile comprehensiveness with finish, was drift- 
ing slowly towards the sandbank of a servile virtuosity. It 
appeared to them distinguished and unprofitable, full of 
things and empty of soul. They had dreams of an art 
more discreetly supple and less monotonously accomplished, 
entirely intimate and vital, willing to relax its grip upon the 
world outside us, to forgo its pretensions to be absolute and 
even to reject the pomp of approved harmonies, in order to 
be truer to the gaps and ellipses, the gropings and the 
embryonic veUeities which are so large a part of our con- 
sciousness. After a spell of agile adventure under the 
Parnassian banner, Paul Verlaine— ^a t heart perhaps an in- 
corrigible romantic, but a romantic purged of emphasis and 
disburdened of picturesque accessories — stripped his verse, 
at a great spiritual crisis, of rhetorical impediments to a 
self-mortifying candour, and discovered a fresh enchantment 
in that ultimate sincerity which has done with eloquence 
and the dignity of art. His gift of familiarity, which makes 
all his predecessors seem unnatural and ceremonious by 
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comparison, was too singular to descend to any : at least his 
example gave a strong impulse to that recrudescence of 
individualism which is the widest possible definition of post- 
Parnassian tendencies. As a versifier he was no revolutionary, 
being mainly a respectful pupil of Victor Hugo and, it may 
be added, of Racine, but his frequent recourse to assonance 
and internal rime, his fondness for ' uneven ' measures, and 
generally for rhythms which present themselves ambiguously, 
obscured his real attitude in the eyes of contemporaries and 
successors who had not his tact and his sense of idiom to 
secure them against cacophony and solecism. 

Yerlaine is familiar and exquisite. With the outwardly 
graceless and fragmentary writings of Jules Laforgue, the 
sense of revolt against erudition and * objectivity ' and exact- 
ness becomes clearer — a double and at first sight contra- 
dictory impulse urging French art to the very frontier of 
expression and bringing into question the whole aim and 
object of speech. On the one hand, an exasperated hunger 
for the actual was ready to sacrifice the prestige of form in 
so far as that implies a certain unveracity, since it sub- 
ordinates what is personal, natural and spontaneous to the 
general or permanent or rational aspects of the universe; 
and exacted as essential to a really complete probity that 
the very lisp and stutter of the mind should figure in the 
crude notation of our briefest impressions. On the other — 
and of the many tendencies imputed to ^yraboliam this is 
the most characteristic — out of an acuter perception of 
what all poets have always known, that words are insufficient 
if their power is bounded by their meaning, emerged an 
audacious doctrine which branded their representative 
function as inferior, and sought to shift the poetical interest 
from what they signify to what they may suggest. In the 
Parnassian system description was. paramount, and feeling 
sprang from it immediately: the emotion which Symbolism 
puxai|es bears no constant relation to the objects represented 
or the ideas expressed; rather it aims at the recovery of 
vanished moods by curious incantations, by the magical 
influence of verbal atmosphere. To fashion a true likeness 
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of the material world it holds a vain and illusory under- 
taking: it Tidue&uaightfi, sounds, scents and savours for their 
secret affinities with states ot the soul" like the Romantics 
themselves, the^. Symbolists are concerned above all with 
selfjsxfilation ; but they would substitute for the romantic 
embellishment of passionate life the presentment of character- 
istic images more or less coherent — ^landscapes seen in 
dreams and desired like home — legends deformed and 
wrested from their first import — fancies which betray an 
intimate obsession and reflect a singular habit of association. 
Faith in the correspondence between sensible and spiritual 
is common to all mystics ; but it would be useless to assign 
to the French poets of to-day and yesterday a place in any 
mystical tradition. Their very starting-point is impatience 
of approved methods, the will to be oneiself to the verge of 
mental insulation. Hence that scruple of sincerity which 
has applied the precept of fidelity rather to the distant 
emotional effects of sensation than to things perceived, and 
recommended, as a condition, that poetical forms should be 
improvised to suit the needs of a mood. For that is the 
general sense of a rhythmical anarchy which in the view of 
the half-lettered public at least has held the foremost place 
among competing definitions of the Symbolist movement. 
And certainly the theory of self-expression outlined here 
has an obvious leaning towards the abandonment of settled 
forms. But it is notable that the urgency of a prosodical 
reform which should abrogate such rules as had outlived 
their motives had been long apparent to poets and critics of 
very different schools; while, on the other hand, indepen- 
dently of any theory, something like a violent disruption of 
the native prosody has unquestionably been promoted of 
late years by a foreign invasion. There are aliens writing 
French at this day who have acquired every privilege of the 
French ear, but cannot enter into its prejudices ; who are 
not perpetually haunted and arrested by reproachful echoes 
of a more clearly ordered poetry, and have no persistent 
reverence for every stage of a slow development in which 
their own races had no share ; who moreover in their most 
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original deviations from the nonnal French rhythms seem 
to be unconsciously obeying the laws of a different music — 
that which their own ancestors made with another speech. 
Accomplished as they are, they have not feared to assail the 
very citadel of French versification — rime and the enumera- 
tion of syllables; indeed, not only the most durable part of 
the ancient system, but the sovereign principle of all Occi- 
dental verse, which is variety in recurrence, was jeopardised 
when French poets (hardly ever of authentic French race) 
began to question the necessity of rhythmical imits and of 
rhythmical formulas such as the trained ear may seize and 
retain. In a word, the Symbolists conceived jself-expression 
as the triumph .of tjiejirbitrgjy. And, if it were admitted 
that by exacting from themselves a continual effort of formal 
invention minutely equivalent to the play of the individual 
mind they have, for the first time perhaps since verse was 
verse, raised it to an austere disdain for all that is merely 
mechanism, processes, decoration, they would still be charge- 
able with a strange ignorance of that which the very medium 
implies, its fundamental dependence upon a fiahit of the 
ear; — ^nay, of that universal requirement of all art, that it 
should translate solitary impressions into common forms. 
For what are rhythmical intentions which do not command 
the voice and which no inveterate expectations help us to 
interpret ? 

That is not, of course, the only obscurity that shrouds the 
characteristic productions of the school It was very well to 
abandon description for its own sake : a graver insignificance 
than that of the lesser Parnassians results from a fastidious 
search for unsuspected affinities between the subtle motions 
of the heart and the changing face of the world. All nature, 
let us grant, is a symbol But how often, in the poetry of 
the symbolists, the pretext for an^naiogy^appears frivolous 
or, for want of a sufficient initiative, remains simply imper- 
ceptible to us who have not shared the fugitive experience 
that suddenly suggested it ! Bewildered by the choice of 
purposes, one may well hesitate whether to regard their 
esoteric language as an algebra designed by the private 
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economy of incommunicable minds, or as a mere accompani- 
ment to melodies unheard, a more or less eloquent and 
engaging testimony to a new despair of words.^ 

Rapidly invasiYO and not endemical merely — ^for with less 
concentration than in France the same or a Uke impulse has 
been felt all over Europe — these tendencies have quickened, 
or complicated at the least, some rare poetical temperaments, 
to say nothing of the groping or insincere vocations which 
the doctrine of symbolism has flattered and its vogue 
accredited. The pure Symbolist perhaps is indiscoverable. 
And where the enthronement of mood and the exclusive 
pursuit of the subconscious and the ineffable, the deliberate 
instability of structure, measure and rhythm, the raising into 
a system of those discreet occasional effects which poets 
before this time had drawn from the casual and secret 
memories of words enhancing their own value — ^wherever 
these things have been as tyrannous in practice as in 
precept, they have produced as yet nothing full, nothing 
whole, nor majestic nor even faijdtless; little enough that 
by virtues of a subtler kind atones for the want of order 
and light Yet they are the notes of much that is 
charming, strange and generous in recent French poetry ; 
and its immediate destiny is largely in the hands of 
poets whose b^innings were absorbed in the Symbolist 
campaign and who have outlived the crude and pro- 
vocative stage, to reveal by their personal effort an un- 
explored capacity in this instrument for rendering certain 
half-tones of sentiment, a day-dream tenderness, a diffused 
nostalgia, desires without a name and sorrows older than 
they. 

But whatever the positive achievements of a school already 
in dissolution, they are not the measure of the interest and 
the hopes that lie in a phase very evidently transitional — a 
phase of readjustment or renovation, of experiments made 
not as usual behind the scenes, but defiantly in the full glare 

^ So in the drama of a prose Symbolist, M. Maeterlinck, dialogue— 
intentionally trivial and incoherent— of ten does no more than ponctnate the 
dnmb eloquence of internal action. 
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of the footlights.^ There is no room to enlarge upon the 
connection between that postulate of the symbolists, that it 
is we who make the world, and what philosophers call 
subjectiYO idealism; nor upon that notion of convertible 
sensations (colours, sounds and odours interchanging) to 
which we may trace certain favourite effects of theirs ; nor 
upon the abundant material they bring to illustrate the 
interdependence of the arts — a commonplace since Diderot 
— by a musical conception, succeeding the plastic conception 
of poetry.^ But in the general history of art, symbolism is 
inseparable from a salutary vindication of the eternal 
instinct which seeks to give a meaning to our perceptions, 
and of the right to make nature itself the mirror of a more 
authentic personality than any record of doings and suffer- 
ings or any formulation of opinions can reveal. It has been 
an assertion, however eccentric, of the human and spiritual 
interest which the ideal of a scientific neutrality had thrown 
for a moment into the shade.^ Its excesses, which are 
evident, are the excesses of an intense individualism : its 
obscurity ia that of men who will only speak their own lan- 
guage, and its very formlessness, bom of continual improvisa> 
tion and the contempt for ritual, is a sort of emancipation. 
And this curious and in some degree chaotic adventure has 
furnished, at any rate, a striking testimony to the poetical 
vitality of the French, at the close of a century so eminently 
fertile in poets. 

In the dawn of another, we may already see emerging 
once more the native qualities of finish, directness, com- 
position, measure, chastened emotion, blent — in the works 

^ MaUarm^ (referring munly to the technical side of the movement) noted 
that * la retrempe, d'ordinaire cach^, s'ezerce pabliqaement, par le reoours 
it de d^oieoz k-peu-pr^.' 

' I am not thinking here of the closer attention paid by some of the 
recent poets to the expressive valne of sounds; but if poetry has been 
diverted from its representation of objects to the suggestion of trains of 
feeling and the effiftcement of nuUter^ this may be called a mnsical direction 
(in spite of ' programme music '). 

* It is worth noting that ViUiers de TIsle-Adam, one of the initiators, 
whose reputation, however, rests mainly upon his prose masterpieces — 
spent his fine gift of irony on what he oaUed la banqneroute de la fcfence. 
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of some repentant Symbolists — with an added sensitiveness 
and suppleness, a richer gift of tears, a greater intimacy. K 
this is a reaction, it contains no hint of tedium and implies 
no languid repetition of old formulas. It may be that 
before loi^ the oscillations of many centuries are to 
subside into an equilibrium of those eternal elements — 
thought, sensibility, imagination — which have struggled 
hitherto, and most fiercely in the period I am to illustrate, 
for the exclusive direction of French poetry. But this 
survey must not end with a prediction: its aim has been 
attained if I have been able to put forward a notion of the 
French poetical tradition, and of its wealth, so fea definite 
that those who shall peruse the following examples may be 
tempted to verify it and, in any case, may give to the 
French poetry made in the last few generations its place, a 
splendid place, in a continuous development which has 
been proceeding for more than eight hundred years, and 
is proceeding still. 
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CHARLES MILLEVOYE 

1782-1816 

MiLUEVOTB was bom at Abbeville in Kcardy of poor parents who 
died young, and after a sickly and stadions childhood worked in a 
lawyer's office and at a bookseller's. Academic honours came to him 
early, and a poem on the passage of Mount St Bernard by the French 
troops was substantiaUy rewarded ; but it was his elegiac verse which 
won the applause of society. A disappointed affection and a rather 
brilliant and feverish way of life defrayed by Imperial munificence 
helped to rulli a feeble constitution. He -went to Italy, but felt 
himself inferior to the task of writing an epic on Napoleon's victorious 
campaigns in that country ; returned and married, lost Ids eyesight, 
and lived a short while longer in complete retirement. 

The other poets of the First Empire ( Andrieux, the author of ' Le 
Meunier Sans-Souci,' belongs raliier to the preceding period) are 
entirely foigotten: MiUevoye keeps a certain historical interest, if 
nothing more, as the most complete and gifted representative of the 
sentimentalists who, are a real link between the Classical decadence 
and the Romantic dawn. By Ids elegance (which is genuine), the 
timidity of Ids vocabulary and Ids somewhat invertebrate rhythms, 
he belongs wholly to the first ; but when all is said, a vague and 
lymphatic plaintiveness aspiring to find an accomplice in ' nature ' is 
at least part of the dross of Lamartine — and all of MiUevoye that 
need concern us. Not but that he tried many strains — the heroic 
even, and the exotic ; but he never achieved anything so characteristic 
or in a sense more perfect than the following piece, of which, with 
the irresolution of a transitional poet, he gave several improved 
versions, and which has been crueUy described as ' la ManeilkMe des 
m^lanooliques.' 

Ifillevoye's works are to be found in the Btbliothique Charpentier. 
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La Chttte des Fextillss 



De la d^pouille de nos bois 

L'automne avait jonch^ la terre; 

Le bocage 6Uit sans myst^re, 

Le rossignol ^tait sans voix. 

Triste et mourant, k son aurore, 5 

Un jeune malade, k pas lents, 

Parcourait une fois encore 

Le boifi cher k ses premiers ans. 

' Bois que j'aime, adieu ! je succombe. 

Votre deuU a pr^dit mon sort, 10 

Et dans chaque feuille qui tombe 

Je lis un pr^ge de mort. 

Fatal oracle d'Epidaure, 

Tu m'as dit : '* Les feuilles des bois 

A tee yeux jauniront encore, 15 

Et c'est pour la demidre fois. 

La nuit du tr^pas t'environne ; 

Plus p&le que la pdle automne, 

Tu t'inclines vers le Tombeau. 

Ta jeunesse sera fl^trie 90 

Avant rherbe de la prairie, 

Avant le pampre du coteau/' 

Et je meurs ! De sa froide haleine 

Un vent fdneste m'a touchy, 

Et mon hiver s'est approch^ 25 

Quand mon printemps s'^coule k peine. 

Arbuste en un seul jour d^truit, 

Quelques fleurs fietisaient ma parure ; 

Mais ma languissante verdure 

Ne laisse aprds elle aucim fruit. 30 

Tombe, tombe, feuille 6ph4m^re ! 

Voile aux yeux ce triste chemin, 

Cache au d^sespoir de ma m^re 

La place oil je serai domain. 
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Mais vers la solitaire bHAq 35 

Si mon amante d^ol^ 

Yenait pleurer quand le jour fuit, 

^^eiUe par un l^er bruit 

Mon ombre un instant console.' 

n dit, s'61oigne . . . et sans retour. 40 

La demi^ feuille qui tombe 

A signal^ son dernier jour. 

Sous le ch6ne on creusa sa tombe. 

Mais ce qu'il aimait ne vint pas 

Yisiter la pierre isol6e ; 45 

Et le p&tre de la vaUie 

Troubla seul du bruit de ses pas 

Le silence du mausol^a' 
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PIERRE-JEAN DE BfiRANGER 

1780-1857 

HiB origin was humble, in spite of the ' noble particle,' the inoon- 
gndty of which suggested one of his best songs. Bom in Paris in 
1780, he received a summary education, and for many years earned 
an insufficient livelihood as a clerk. His first literary eflforts were 
encouraged by Luden Bonaparte (the sincere Republican of his 
family), who on retiring to Rome placed his salary as a member of 
the Institute at the disposal of the young poet Before Napoleon 
fell, B^ranger had written Le rot cPYvetot and other songs now 
almost equally celebrated ; but it was the Restoration which made 
him famous by the matchless opportunities it offered to light satire 
by its petty tyrannies, its affectations and the essentiaUy unnational 
basis on which it rested ; and the touch of scandal which has sealed 
so many reputations in French poetry was not long wanting, for the 
poet was twice imprisoned for seditious libel, once in 1822 and for a 
longer period in 1828, when a delightful satire, Le Sacre de Charlea 
le Simple, and VAngt Gardien^ a piece of rather mild Voltairianism, 
gave offence to Church and State. The revolution of July avenged 
and exalted him; but B^ranger's 'liberal bonapartism' did not 
disarm during the reign of Louis-Philippe, and in 1847 he foretold 
in his most spirited verse the cataclysm which was to shake so many 
thrones in Europe. His last years were easy and honoured, and 
when he died the Second Empire tried to take official possession of 
his fame by giving him a public funeral — ^logically, no doubt, for the 
songs of B^ranger had contributed as powerfully as Hugo's odes or 
the history of M. Thiers to build up the Napoleonic legend, and: 
thereby provide a popular sanction for the Cottp d?£uu. 

The French song, baccMc, amorous or political, was several hundred 
years old when B^ranger, ignorant of its remoter traditions but 
inheriting a great share in the native instincts which created it, gave 
new life to a form of poetry which, more than any other that survives, 
is fitted to express what may be called the Sancho Panza side of the 
French temperament : for the ideal Frenchman contains Don Quixote 
along with his squire. Many of Stranger's contemporaries made 
extravagant claims for his lyrical talent : after half a century and 
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more it is not easy to do him bare justice. For one thing, we are 
indifferent to the idols and bngbears of that day ; and for another, 
we read instead of singing him. Wilhem and the rest of his musical 
collaborators are almost forgotten, and (tenth-rate composers as they 
were) this is a loss for B^ranger. It was often said foolishly that he 
raised the song to the rank of an Ode : his real merit b that he saw 
the importance of the dramatic element in a sort of verse which is 
nothing if it does not suggest action. His typical song is a dialogue, 
even when one of the parties is suppressed ; and something is going 
forward before our eyes and we are impelled to intervene Move- 
ment^ facile enthusiasm, an undeniable dexterity in the combination 
of his measures, a knack of unforgettable refrains — this is almost the 
sum of his qualities. B^ranger is an artist in the narrow sense-^a 
writer who perfectly understood how to contrive particular effects — 
and in no other. He is full of the old Adam of the eighteenth 
century, with his odds and ends of mythology, his abstract words, 
the poverty of his rimes and, above aU, with the gay but prudent 
materialism which is essential to him. To his credit be it said, he 
was a patriot without an afterthought ; his tolerance is not assumed ; 
singing not exactly for the people but (like Mr. Elpling) for the man 
in the street^ he did really feel sometimes for the outcast of cities 
and highways; and if in the evil days of the Restoration it was 
Courier, the scholar-husbandman, who wielded what Mr. Meredith 
caUs finely the sword of common-sense, B6ranger was the more 
effective, being the less sophisticated, champion of free speech ; and 
in so far his attitude is not unheroical. 

The principal coUections of B^ranger's Chansons appeared in 1815, 
1821, 1828, 1831, 1847. There are several editions, more or less 
complete. 

n 
Ma Vocation 

Air: AUendei-moi sous Porme. 

Jet6 Bur cette boule, 
Laid, ch^tif et souf&ant ; 
]6touff6 dans la foule, 
Faute d'etre assez grand ; 
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Une plainte toucliante 5 

De ma bouche sortit ; 

Le bon Dieu me dit: Chants, 

Chante, pauyre petit ! (Bis.) 

Le char de Topulence 

M'6cIabou£»e en passant ; 10 

I J'^prouve I'insolence 
Du riche et du puissant; 
De leur morgue tranchante 
Rien ne nous garantit 
Le bon Dieu me dit : Chante, is 

Chante, pauvre petit ! 

D'une vie incertaine 

Ayant eu de Teffiroi, 

Je rampe sous la chatne 

Du plus modique emploL » 

La liberty m'enchante, 

Mais j'ai grand app^tit 

Le bon Dieu me dit : Chante, 

Chante, pauvre petit ! 

L' Amour, dans ma d^tresse, 25 

Daigna me consoler ; 

Mais avec la jeuneese 

Je le vois s'envoler. 

Pr6s de beauts touchante 

Mon coBur en vain p&tit. 30 

Le bon Dieu me dit: Chante, 

Chante, pauvre petit ! 

Chanter, ou je m'abuse, 

Est ma t&ohe ici-bas. 

Tous ceux qu'ainsi j'amuse 5 

Ne m'aimeront-ils pas ? 

Quand un cercle m'enchante, 

Quand le vin divertit, 

Le bon Dieu me dit : Chante, 

Chante, pauvre petit ! 40 



Digitized by 



Google 



PIERRE.JEAN DE B^RANGER 73 

m 
Le Petit Homme Rouge 

An : 0*est U groa Thonuu, 
Fein des m^contents ! 
Oomme balayeuse on me loge, 

Depuis quarante ans, 
Dans le ch&teau, prte de Thorloga 

Or, mes enfants, sachez 5 

Que Ut, pour mes p^h^, 
Du coin d'oti le soir je ne bouge, 
J'ai Yu le petit homme rouga 
\ Saints du paradis, 
[Priez pour CSiarles dix. 10 

Vous figurez-YOUB 
Ce diable habU16 d'^carlate ? 
Bossu, louche et roux, 
Un serpent lui sort de cravate. 

II a le nez crochu ; 15 

II a le pied fourchu ; 
Sa voix rauque, en chantant, presage 
Au ch&teau grand remii-m^nage. 
Saints du paradis, 
Priez pour Charles dix. 90 

Je le vis, h^las ! 
En quatre-vingt-douze apparattra 

Nobles et pr^lats 
Abandonnaient notre bon mattre. 

Lliomme rouge venait 35 

En sabots, en bonnets. 
M'endormais-je un pen sur ma chaise, 
n entonnait la Ma/rseiUauiae. 
Saints du paradis 
Priez pour Charles dix. 30 

J'eus^ balayer; 
Mais lui bientdt par la goutti^e 

Revint m'effirajer 
Pour ce bon monsieur Robespierre. 
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Lors il ^tait poudr6, 35 

Parlait mieiix qu'un cure, 
Ou, comme riant de lui-m6me, 
Chantait rhymne k V6tre auprSme. 
Saints du paradis, 

Priez pour Charles dix. 40 

Depuis la terreur 
Plus n'y pensais, lorsque sa vue 

Du bon Empereur 
M'annonfa la chute impr^vue. 

En toque il avait mis 45 

Vingt plumets ennemis, 
Et chantait au son d'une vieUe 
Vive Henri Qwatre ! et OahrieUe. 
Saints du paradis, 
Priez pour Charles dix. 50 

Soyez done instruits, 
Enfants, mais qu'ailleurs on Tignore, 

Que depuis trois nuits 
L'homme rouge apparatt encore. 

Criant d'un air moqueur, 55 

II chante comme au choeur, 
Raise la terre, et puis ensuite 
Met un grand chapeau de j^uite. . 
Saints du paradis, 
Priez pour Charles dix. 60 

IV. 

Les RohAmieks 

AiB : Mon p^ m*a donnS un mart. 

Sorciers, bateleurs ou filous, 
Reste immonde 
IVun ancien monde ; 
Sorciers, bateleurs ou filous, 
Gais bohemiens, que voulez-vous 5 
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D'oti nous venons ? Ton n'en sait rien. 
L'hirondelle 
D'oii nous vient-elle ? 
B'oii nous venons ? I'on n'en sait rien. 
Oil nous irons, le sait-on bien ? lo 

Sans pays, sans prince et sans lois, 
Notre vie 
Doit faire envie ; 
Sans pays, sans prince et sans lois, 
L'homme est heureux un jour sur trois. 15 

Tons ind^pendants nous naissons, 
Sans 6glise 
Qui nous baptise ; 
Tons ind^pendants nous naissons, 
Au bruit du fifre et des chansons. 20 

Nos premiers pas sent d^gag^, 
Dans ce monde 
Oil I'erreur abonde ; 
Nos premiers pas sont d^ag^ 
Du vieux maillot des pr^jug^ 35 

Au peuple, en butte k nos larcins, 
Tout grimoire 
En pent faire accroire ; 
Au peuple, en butte k nos larcins, 
II faut des sorciers et des saints. 30 

TrouYons-nous Plutus en chemin, 
Notre bande 
Gaiement demande; 
TrouYons-nous Plutus en chemin. 
En chantant nous tendons la main. 35 

PauYres oiseaux que Dieu b^nit, 
Dela Yille 
Qu'on nous exile ; 
Pauvres oiseaux que Dieu b^nit, 
Au fond des bois pend notre nid. 40 
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A t&tons rAmour, chaque nuit, 
Nous attelle 
Touspgle-mdle; 
A t&tons rAmour, ohaque unit, 
Nous attelle au char qu'il conduit 45 

Ton ceil ne pent se detacher, 
Philosophe 
De mince ^toffe; 
Ton oeil ne peut se detacher 
Du vieux coq de ton vieux docher. 50 

Voir, c'est avoir. Aliens courir ! 
Vie errante 
Est chose enivrante. 
Voir, c'est avoir. Aliens courir ! 
Car tout voir, c'est tout conqu&rir. 55 

Mais & rhomme on crie en tout lieu, 
Qu'il s'agite 
Ou croupisse au glte ; 
Mais 4 1'homme on crie en tout lieu : 
' Tu nais, bonjour ; tu meurs, adieu.' 60 

Quand nous mourrons, vieux ou bambin, 
Homme ou femme 
A Dieu soit notre &me ! 
Quand nous mourrons, vieux ou bambin. 
On vend le corps au carabin. 65 

Nous n'avons done, exempts d'orgueil, 
De lois vaines, 
De lourdes chatnes : 
Nous n'avons done, exempts d'orgueil, 
Ni berceau, ni toit, ni cercueiL 70 

Mais, croyez-en notre gaiet6, 
Noble ou prdtre, 
Valet ou mattre : 
Mais, croyez-en notre gaiety, 
Le bonheur, c'est la liberty 75 



Digitized by 



Google 



PIERRE-JEAN DE B^ANGER 77 

Oui» croyez-eD notre gaiety, 
Noble ou pr6tie, 
Valet ou maitre ; 
Oui, croyez-en notre gaiet^, 
Le bonheur, c'est la liberty. 80 



V 

Le Visux Caporal 

AiB du VUam on de Ninon ehez Mwdamt de Sivigni, 

En avant ! partez, camarades, 

L'anne au bras, le fusil charge. 

J'ai ma pipe et vos embrassades ; 

Venez me donner mon cong^. 

J'eus tort de vieillir au service ; 5 

Mais pour vous tous, jeunes soldats, 

J'^tais un p^re k Texercice. (Bis.) 

Consents, au pas ; 

Ne pleurez pas ; 

Ne pleurez pas ; 10 

Marchez au pas, 
Au pas, au pas, au pas, au pas ! 

Un morveux d'officier m'outrage; 

Je lui fends ! ... II yient d'en gu^rir. 

On me condamne, e'est I'usage : 15 

Le vieux caporal doit mourir. 

PousB^ d'humeur et de rogomme, 

Rien n'a pu retenir mon bras. 

Puis, moi, j'ai servi le grand homme. 

Conscrits, au pas, etc. 90 

Consents, vous ne troquerez gu^res 
Bras ou jambe centre une croix. 
J'ai gagn^ la mienne k ces guerres 
Oil nous bousculions tons les rois. 



Digitized by 



Google 



78 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

Chacun de vous payait k boire as 

Quand je racontais nos combats. 
Ce que o'eBt pourtant que la gloire ! 
Consents, au pas, etc. 

Robert, enfant de mon village, 
Retoume gaider tes moutons. 30 

Tiens^ de ces jardins vois Tombrage : 
Ayril fleurit mieux nos cantons. 
Dans nos bois souvent dbs I'aurore 
J'ai d^nich^ de frais appas . . . 
Bon Dieu ! ma m^re existe encore ! 35 

Consents, au pas, etc. 

Qui Ui-bas sanglote et regarde ? 
Eh 1 c'est la veuve du tambour. 
En Russie, 4 Tarri^re-garde, 
J'ai port^ son fils nuit et jour. 40 

Comme le p&re, enfant et femme 
Sans moi restaient sous les frimas. 
EUe va prior pour mon &ma 
Consents, au pas, eta 

Morbleu ! ma pipe s'est 6teinte. 45 

Non, pas encore . . . Aliens, tant mieuz ! 

Nous aliens entrer dans Tenoeinte ; 

9a, ne me bandez pas les yeuz. 

Mes amis, flU^h^ de la peine ; 

Surtout, ne tirez pas trop bas ; 50 

Et qu'au pays Dieu vous ramdne ! (Bis.) 

Consents, au pas ; 

Ne pleurez pas, 

Nepleurez pas; 

Marchez au pas, 55 

Au pas, au' pas, au pas, au pas ! 
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CASIMIR DELAVIGNE 

1793-1843 

The son of a shipowner at Le Havre, Delavigne was educated in 
PariS) began versifying early, and had hardly left school when he 
competed with all Uie poetasters in France for official recognition by 
a poem on the birth of the King of Borne, which Napoleon rewarded 
with a post in the Civil Service. But his name was unknown to the 
public until the appearance, after Waterloo, of the first Mess^ietmea 
(the title was borrowed from the civil wars of ancient Oreece), which 
expressed sincerely, within the limits of a superannuated rhetoric and 
a cautious temper, the indignation of a people bidden to forget its 
glories and applaud its own defeat These classical odes immediately 
won an admiration which was almost a national gratitude. The 
collection was swoUen in the years which f oUowed by a considerable 
number of other poems suggested by events of the day — ^the death of 
the Emperor, the Greek War of Independence, the funeral of Qeneral 
Foy; — and the revolution in 1830, with similar crises in other parts 
of Europe, inspired the bulk of the later volume called Chants 
Populairu. Demters Chants^ lyrics and stories from Italy, where 
he travelled extensively, show another side of his poetical talent. 
But Delavigne is remembered particularly as a dramatist, and among 
his dramatic works it is not so much the once famous VS^res Stcili- 
enne$ or the melodrama Lauia XL, as his witty and elegant comedies 
{L'£eole dea Vieillards, La Partnermej La Popularity) which 
deserve to live. His personal character did not want dignity — as a 
poet of the opposition he refused a pension from Charles the Tenth. 
He had material independence, precarious health, lived much in the 
south, and died comparatively young at Lyons. 

The young writers of the 'twenties grouped round the eclectic 
Nodier included Delavigne's among the romantic reputations ; but it 
has long been recognised that, if in many of his plays he accepted 
certain innovations of the time, as a poet he has nothing in common 
with his younger contemporaries except^ it may be, a loftier ideal of 
the poet's function, and, when his subject moves him, a somewhat 
greater energy of expression, than belonged to the preceding period. 
He had Uttle originality, but a timid reverence for academical 
models, and his conception of the Ode is in essentials that of 
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J.-B. BouBseao. His vocabulary is less infested by abstractions than 
that of the eighteenth-century poets in general, his rimes have more 
force and spontaneity ; but he is addicted to periphrasis, shares the 
mythological saperstition and is incapable of sustained passion, 
though not of a certain vehemence. The merit of composition, the 
science of transitions^ smoothness and taste may be conceded to him, 
and he knew his language welL 

VI 

La DihrASTATiON du Musi&b st dbs Monuksnts 

La sainte y6rit^ qui m'6chaiiffe et m'inspire 
i^carte et foule aux pieds les voiles imposteurs : 
Ma muse de nos maux fl^trira les auteurs, 

Duss6-je voir briser ma lyre 
Par le glaive insolent de nos lib^rateurs. 5 

Ot vent ces chars pesants conduits par leurs cohortes ? 
Sous les votltes du Louvre ils marchent k pas lents : 

Ds s'arrfitent devant ses portes ; 
Viennent-iLi lui ravir ses sacr^ omements ? 

Muses, penchez vos t6tes abattues : 10 

Du si^le de L^n les chefs-d'oeuvre divins 
Sous un ciel sans clart6 suivront les froids Germains ; 
Les vaisseaux d'Albion attendent nos statues. 

Des pro&nateurs inhumains 
Yont-ils an^antir tant de veilles savantes ? 15 

Porteront-ils le fer sur les toiles vivantes 

Que Raphad anima de ses mains ? 

Dieu du jour, Dieu des vers, ils brisent ton image. 
Cen est fait : la victoire et la divinity 

Ne couronneront plus ton visage m 

D'une double immortality. 
Cen est &it : loin de toi jette un arc inutila 
Non, tu n'inspiras point le vieux chantre d'AchiUe ; 
Non, tu n'es pas le dieu qui vengea les neuf Soeura 

Des fiireurs d'un monstre sauvage, as 

Toi qui n'as pas un trait pour venger ton outrage 

Et terrasser tes ravisseurs. 
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Le deuil est aux bosquets de Gnide. 

Muet, pdle et le front baiss^, 

L' Amour, que la guerre intimide, 30 

^teint son flambeau renvers^. 

Des Gr&ces la troupe l^g^re 

L'interroge sur ses douleurs : 

II leur dit en versant des pleurs : 

' J'ai vu Mars outrager ma m^re/ 3S 

Je crois entendre encore les clamours des soldats 

Entrainant la jeune immortelle : 
Le fer a mutil6 ses membres d^licats ; 
H^las, elle semblait, et plus chaste et plus belle, 

Cacher sa honte entre leurs bras. 40 

Dans un fort pris d'assaut, telle une vierge en larmes, 
Aux yeux des forcen^s dont rinsolente ardeur 
D^chira les tissus qui d^robaient ses charmes, 

Se Yoile encor de sa pudeur. 

Adieu, debris fameux de Gr^ce et d'Ausonie, 45 

Et Yous, tableaux errants de climats en climats ; 
Adieu, Corr^ge, Albane, immortal Phidias ! 
Adieu, les arts et le g^nie ! 

Noble France, pardonne ! A tes pompeux travaux, 

Aux Pujet, aux Lebnm, ma douleur fait injure. 50 

David a ramen^ son si^le k la Nature : 

Parmi ses nourrissons il compte des rivaux . . . 

Laissons-la s'^lever, cette 6cole nouvelle ! 

Le laurier de David de lauriers entour^, 

Fier de ses rejetons, enfante un bois sacre 55 

Qui protege les arts de son ombre ^temeUe. 

Le marbre anim^ parle aux yeux : 

Une autre Venus plus f^conde, 

Prte d'Hercule victorieux, 

Etend son flambeau sur le monde. 60 
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Ajaz, de son pied furieux, 

Insulte au flot qui se retire ; 

L'oeil superbe, un bras dans les cieux, 

II s'^nce, et je Tentends dire : 

'J'^happerai malgr^leBdieux/ 65 

Mais quels monceaux de morts ! que de spectres livides ! 
Us tombent dans Jaffa ces vieux soldats &an9ais 
Qui r^veillaient nagu^re, au bruit de leurs succte, 
Les siteles entasste au fond des Pyramides. 

Ah ! fuyons ces bords meurtriers ! 70 

D'oii te vient, Austerlitz, T^lat qui t'environne ? 
Qui dois-je couronner du peintre ou des guerriers ? 
Les guerriers et le peintre ont droit k la couronne. 
Des chefs-d'oeuvre fraD9ais naissent de toutes parts ; 
lis surprennent mon cceur k d'invincibles charmes : 75 
Au Deluge, en tremblant, j'applaudis par mes larmes ; 

Didon enchante mes regiurds ; 

Versant sur un beau corps sa clart6 caressante 
A trayers le feuillage un faible et doux rayon 

Porte les baisers d'une amante 80 

Sur les l&vres d'Endymion ; 
De son flambeau vengeur N^Asis m'^pouvante ; 
Je fr6mis avec Ph^dre, et n'ose interroger 
L'accus^ d^aigneux qui semble la juger. 
Je vois Ltenidas. O courage ! 6 patrie ! 85 

Trois cents h^ros sent morts dans ce d^troit fameux : 
Trois cents! quel souvenir !... Je pleure ... et je m'terie: 
Dix-huit mille Frangais ont expir6 comme eux ! 

Oui : j'en suis fier encor : ma patrie est Tasile, 

Elle est le temple des beaux arts : 90 

A Tombre de nos 6tendarts, 

lis reviendront ces dieux que la fortune exile. 

L'6tranger, qui nous trompe, terase impun^ment 

La justice et la foi sous le glaive ^toufftes ; 

II temit pour jamais sa splendour d'un moment ; 95 

U triomphe en barbare et brise nos troph^ : 
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Que cet oi^eil est misdrable et vaiii ! 
Croit-il an^antir tous nos titres de gloire ? 
On peut les e&cer sur le marbre ou Tairain ; 
Qui les effacera du livre de rhistoire ? xoo 

Ah ! tant que le soleil luira sur tos 6tats, 
U en doit 6clairer dlmp6rissables marques : 
Comment disparattront, 6 superbes monarques, 
Ces champs oil les lauriers croissaient pour nos soldats ? 
AUez, d^truisez done tant de cit^ roytJes 105 

Dont les defs d'or suivaient nos pompes triomphales; 

Comblez ces fleuves teumants 
Qui nous ont oppos^ d'impuissantes barri^res ; 
Aplanissez ces monts dont les rochers fiunants 

Tremblaient sous nos foudres guerri^res. no 

YoUik nos monuments : c'est lik que nos exploits 
Bedoutent peu I'orgueil d'une injuste victoire : 
Le fer, le feu, le temps plus puissant que les rois 

Ne peut rien centre leur m^moire. 



vn 
La Villa Adbienne 

Bomb 
En paix sous les ombrages 
Du palais d'Adrien, 
Errez, buffle sau vage ; 
C^sar n'en saura rien. 

Plus de gardes fiddles 5 

Au seuil de ces vergers ! 
lis n'ont pour sentinelles 
Que les chiens des bergers. 

Mais ce palais superbe, 

Quel bois peut le cacher ? 10 

— Passant, plus loin, sous llierbe, 

Cest \k qu'il £ftut chercher. 

Merci, merci, vieux p&tre ! 

Et ces marbres ^pars, 

Quek sont-ils ? — Au th^tre, 15 

La loge des C^sars. 
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— Maifi de leurs bains antiques 
Oil trouyez les debris ? 

— Parmi ces mosaiques, 

Oh boivent mes brebis. ao 

— En quel lieu sur Tartoe 
Luttaient les chars rivaux ? 
— Oil tu Yois dans la plaine 
Courir ces deux chevreaux. 

— De Temp^ quels bocages 95 
Ont port^ le doux nom ? 

— Temp^ n'a plus d'ombrages; 
Mais c'^tait 1&, dit-on. 

— L'Alphte au moins serpente 

Entre ces deux coteaux ? 30 

— Non ; je m'assieds et chante 
Oil serpentaient ses eaux. 

Orice, qu'un frais bocage 

Ici vit refleurir, 

M^e dans ton image 35 

Tu devais done mourir. 

Non, tu n'as plus d'asile : 

Le lierre en ces vallons 

A tes dieux qu'on exile 

Offire seul des festons. 40 

De ta noble poussi&re 
Ses rameaux sont amis ; 
Mais il n'est que le lierre 
De fidMe aux debris. 

Prends ce faible salaire, 45 

Berger, c'est moins que rien : 
Prends, et bois pour me plaire 
A C^sar Adriea 

[PohMS et BaUades sv/r Vltalie, 
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MARCELINE DESBORDES-VALMORE 

1786-1859 

Mabcsune Dbsbobbbs was born at Donai two or three years before 
the Bevolution, by which her father, an ecclesiastical and heraldic 
artist, lost his patrons. Misfortune and poverty clouded her child- 
hood. When she was fourteen, her mother, hoping to mend the 
family fortunes, sailed with Marceline for Guadeloupe, where a 
relative was settled : they found the island in a blaze of insurrection, 
the cousin fled ; and Madame Desbordes soon succumbed to yellow 
fever, leaving the girl to find her way back alone. When, a little 
later, it was necessary to earn her living, as she could sing and had 
a graceful person, she turned to the stage : but the loss of her voice 
interrupted her career, and it was to console herself that she began 
to rime untaught. She had already married Yahnore the actor when, 
in 1818, she was persuaded to publish a small volume, JSUgiet tt 
Bomances, which was well received and followed by JSlSgies tt poesies 
nouvelles in 1825. The rest of her life was uneventful : it was filled 
by her children, to whom she was devoted, her poetry, and her 
friends, among whom she counted some of the famous writers of 
her time. 

Madame Desbordes-Valmore is not only the most feminine of 
women poets in the nineteenth century. She is the first in time of 
the personal lyrists of France, and the first to express passion. 
Tenderness, delicacy, spontaneity are the notes of all her writing; 
and in spite of her negligences, she sometimes finds perfect expression 
by her instinct of harmony and the force of her absolute sincerity. 

Her later volumes are: Fleurs, 1834; Pauvres Flewrs, 1839; 
Bouquets et Priires, lSi3.—(Euvres Completes, 2 vols. Fkris : 
Lemerre. 

VIII 
L'Attents 

II m'aima. Cast alors que sa yoix adorte 
M'^veilla tout enti^re, et m'azmon9a Tamour ! 
Comme la vigne aimante en secret attir^e 
Par Tormeau caressant, qu'elle embrasse k son tour, 
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Je Taimai ! D'un sourire il obtenait mon &ma 5 

Que ses yeux 6taient doux ! que j'y lisais d'aveuz ! 
Quand il brtdait mon cceur d'une si tendre flamme, 
Comment, sans me parler, me disait-il : ' Je veux ! ' 
O toi qui m'enchantais, savais-tu ton empire ? 
L'^prouvais-tu, ce mal, ce bien dont je soupire ? xo 

Je le crois : tu parlais comme on parle en aimant, 
Quand ta bouche m'apprit je ne sais quel serment. 
Qu'importent les serments ? Je n'^tais plus moi-mSme, 
J'^tais toi. J'^outais, j'imitais ce que j'aime ; 
Mes I&vres, loin de toi, retenaient tes accents, 15 

Et ta voix dans ma Yoix troublait encor mes sens. 
Je ne Timite plus ; je me tais, et mes larmes 
De tons mes biens perdus ont expi^ les channes. 
Attends-moi, m'as-tu dit : j'attends, j'attends tou- 

jours ! 
L'6it6, j'attends de toi la gr&ce des beisiux jours ; no 

L'hiyer aussi, j'attends ! Fix^e k ma fendtre, 
Sur le chemin d^rt je crois te reconnaltre ; 
Mais les sentiers rompus ont effiray^ tes pas : 
Quand ton coeur me cherchait, tu ne les voyais 

pas. 
Ainsi le temps prolonge et nourrit ma souffirance : as 
\ Hier, c'est le regret ; domain, c'est Tesp^rance. 
Chaque d^sir trahi me rend k la douleur, 

Et jamais, jamais au bonheur ! 
Le soir, k Thorizon, oil s'^gare ma vue, 
Tu m'apparais encore, et j'attends malgr^ moi : 30 

La nuit tombe . . . ce n'est plus toi ; 

Non ! c'est le songe qui me tue. 
II me tue, et je I'aime ! et je veux en g^mir ! 
Mais sur ton coeur jamais ne pourrai-je dormir 
De ce sommeil profond qui rafraichit la vie ? 35 

Le repos sur ton coeur, c'est le ciel que j'envie ! 
Et le ciel irrit^ met I'absence entre nous. 
Ceux qui le font parlor me Pont dit k moi-m6me : 

II ne veut pas qu'on aime ! 
Mon Dieu, je n'ose plus aimer qu'^ yos genoux. 40 
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Qu'ai-je dit ? Notre amour, c'est le ciel sur la terre. 
II fiit, j'en crois mon coeur, effiray^ d'un remords, 

Comme la vie, inyolontaire. 
Inevitable, h^las ! comme la mort. 
J'ai goftte cet amour : j'en pleure les d^licea 45 

Cher amant ! quand mon sein palpita sous ton sein, 

Nos deux &mes ^taient complices, 
Et tu gardas la mienne, heureuse du larcin. 
Oh ! ne me la rends plus ! que cette &me enchain^; 

Triste et passionnte, 50 

Heureuse de se perdre et d'errer apr^s toi, 
Te cherche, te rappelle et t'entralne vers moL 

[jSUgies. 
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ALPHONSE DE LAMARTINE 

1790-1869 

Thb father of Lamartine was a younger son of an old Burgundy 
family married to the daughter of an ex-comptroller in the household 
of Duke Philippe-llgalit6 — a good country gentleman who somehow 
fell into a revolutionary gaol not long after the poet's birth at Mftoon, 
and was only delivered by the fall of Robespierre. Alphonse and 
his sisters grew up at Milly in idyllic surroundings : Madame de 
Lamartine was a tender mother, deeply pious and a little romantic. 
His schoolmasters were the Fathers of the Faith at Belley. After 
leaving school, he spent four years at home in fruitful idleness, 
nursing a passion for the country, writing verses every day, reading 
the Bible, Tasso, Petrarch, Racine, J.-J. Rousseau, Pamy, Bemardin 
de Saint-Pierre and MacPherson's Ossian : the influence of all these 
is discoverable in his writings. 

In 1811 Lamartine's parents sent him to recover in Italy from a 
disappointed fancy : he visited the great cities, but stayed longest in 
and near Naples, where the episode happened which the tale of 
Graztdla records with, perhaps, some unconscious injustice to his 
own character. He came back and was well received in Paris 
drawing-rooms; then, on the first return of Lewis xvui., obtained 
a commission in the Body-Guard. It was disbanded during the 
Himdred Days, and the young ensign did not serve again. 

At Aiz-les-Bains in 1816 he met Madame Charles, the wife of a 
well-known scientist — the Julie of Raphael and the original Elvire of 
his early poetry, though he gave the same name to other shapes. 
The romantic friendship with this lady ripened in Paris in 1817 ; her 
death in the following year was an inefi^EMseable sorrow. The lyrics 
directly inspired by this affection are unquestionably the happiest 
and the most sincere in the little volume. Meditations po^iques et 
rdigieuMS^ which took the French public by storm on its appearance 
at the beginning of 1820. It was as sudden and as significant a 
triumph sfl Byron's had been ; — and the French poet's fame was won 
by his first effort ! The most practical result was a diplomatic post, 
which had been his ambition for some time. With his marriage — 
his wife was an Englishwoman, Miss Birch — and a considerable 
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inheritance from an uncle, Lamartine's good fortune, at the age of 
thirty, seemed complete. 

He went as attcuh6 to Naples, as secretary of embassy to London, 
thence to Florence, where he represented his country in tiie Minister's 
absence, and found leisure to swell the proportions of his first book 
and to prepare two others — a hasty paraphrase from the Phaedo^ La 
Mori de Soerate, and a second series of MiditattoM, which was weU 
received, though it could not startle the world like its predecessor ; 
and when Charles the Tenth succeeded his brother, Lamartine did 
homage with Le Chant du Sacre — in which an unlucky allusion to 
the regicide vote of £galit^ embroiled the poet for ever (the point 
has some historical importance) with the future King of the French. 
Another poem published almost at the same time, in 1825, and 
occasioned by the death of Byron, Le Dernier Chant du PHerinage 
d! Harold^ contained a casual reflexion upon the Italian people which 
gave great |offence : the upshot was a duel with a Tuscan officer. 
Lamartine became an Academician in 1829 ; he published his 
HarmonieB poitiques in 1830 ; and, on the fall of King Charles, very 
honourably threw up his diplomatic prospects. 

Having vainly sought election to Parliament, Lamartine started 
with his wife and daughter for the East. This pilgrimage, which 
included Athens, Lebanon, the Holy Land, Damascus, Baalbek, and 
Constantinople, was accomplished under comfortable and even 
sumptuous conditions, which contrasted with the hardships of 
Chateaubriand's wanderings; and the book which narrates it is, in 
spite of fine passages, extremely inferior to the great Itin^raire. 
On the way, at Beyrout, the poet's daughter died — a terrible blow ; 
and in his absence he was returned to the Chamber as deputy for 
Bergues. 

He very quickly won a reputation as an orator ; but his part in 
politics was a modest one for several years. He began by supporting 
Louis-Philippe's government ; was, like the great majority of French- 
men, graduaUy estranged by the irksome and unimaginative system 
it pursued ; and became a political personage only on the eve of the 
King's dethronement. During this period poetry had become a 
secondary occupation : yet it was while he was making his mark in 
the Chamber that he wrote and published his two great narrative 
poems, fragments of a tremendous project — Joeelyn (1835) and La 
Chute dtun Ange (very ill received in 1838), as wellj as another 
volume of lyrics, RecueiUementi poitiques (1839). This was his last 
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book of poetry. The upheaval of 1848 gave him, largely through 
the mutual jealousy of rival democrats, a place in the PtovisioDal 
Government which his towering eloquence, courage and presence of 
mind made instantly predominant As minister for foreign affitirs 
in a government he had joined without positive Republican convictions, 
Lamartine, during several weeks, incarnated the spirit of the Re- 
public in the minds of his countr3rmen. This is not the place to 
examine his political career, or the question whether the disquieting 
vagueness of his formulas, his vanity and ignorance of men, had as 
much to do with his sudden eclipse as the defection of colleagues 
and the persistency of a popular tide which noble words could not 
permanently stem. With the joumdu de jutn his authority 
crumbled : within a year he was merely a private member. The 
auth<NS of the coup cP£tat did not even think it necessary to molest 
him : at the establishment of the new Empire he retired from politics 
altogether. 

He had published an Hiitoire de* OirondinSj compiled chiefly at 
second hand, just before the Revolution ; in the year of his failure, 
1849, he showed a strange contempt for timeliness with the sucoea- 
sive appearance of his ConfideTiceSy Orasidla^ Bapka&^ three books 
of indiscreet and self - complacent autobiography. Henceforth, 
though a few more strophes fell from him, his publications w^e all 
to be prose, and not even imaginative prose. He had always been 
extravagant and careless, had run through his own f (Mrtune and his 
wife's and his considerable earnings from literature. Politics com- 
pleted his financial ruin ; and the rest of his life offers the depressing 
spectacle of a great man eking out a bare subsbtenoe in old age 
by literary drudgery. Lamartine's History of the Restoration, his 
History of the Turkish Empire, his Life of Cicero, his Cown famUier 
de litth^turet are much better forgotten, as they are. It was only 
by the humiliating acceptance of a handsome grant from the Imperial 
government that his last years were freed from sordid embarrassment. 
Having lived long in comparative seclusion, he died almost un- 
lamented, save by the peasantry of Saint-Pointy his last home. 

It is not difficult to explain why Lamartine's fine achievement in 
poetry is still so commonly exaggerated. He is without doubt the 
most poetical of French poets — that is, the personality his writings 
reflect answers most completely to the expectations popularly attached 
to the name. And if the tears of his readers were the one measure 
of a poet's powers, and his capcusity to communicate his own emotions 
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sufBced, how few oould even be called his rivala 1 His example per- 
manently raised the temperature of the French lyric to a ferronr it 
had hardly known, aaid vindicated at a blow the immeasurable 
superiority of passion to opinion as the stuff of poetry. With the 
appearance of Le* MiditcUtons^ the conception of nature as the 
witness, accomplice and consoler of human vicissitudes, and of poetry 
as the sacred tongue of personal confidences, won a victory the more 
easy as the themes and the emotional quality of the volume were 
singularly apt to flatter the taste of the cultivated Bestoration public, 
fresh from admiring the chlorotic melancholy of MiUevoye, the 
delicious artlessness of Marceline Desbordes. The vague but persistent 
rapture of a religion without definite faith, beginning and ending in 
wonder, the sighs of a love-laden memory, and all the circumstances 
of a picturesque and premature despair, offered a rich pasturage for 
exceptional gifts — melody, an intonation unhesitatingly true, the 
instinct of the sublime, above all amplitude and eloquence. Lamar- 
tine's early poetry shines with the transparent sincerity of unconscious 
egoism : the lyrical collections which followed were recommencements 
or expatiations inevitably less spontaneous. On the other hand they 
are frequently superior in craftsmanship, a thing which the poet (with 
quite as much candour as fatuity) all his life professed to disdain. 
Emulation rather than self-criticism had braced the languor of his 
lines and lent more intensity to his vision of the outer world. * Les 
Preludes' in the second series of MiditaUom written in friendly 
rivalry with the author of Xm OrientdUs^ and the greater number of 
poems in Le% ffarmomes^ certainly excel the pieces with which he first 
won fame in point of technical accomplishment. In the latter collec- 
tion, too, he shows himself the master of his thoughts and capable of 
severer composition : the expression has acquired density without 
losing its inimitable grace. Let EecueilUmenU marked no further 
progress in these respects ; but perhaps he never wrote finer verses 
than the great lyrical interlude ' Les Laboureurs ' in Joeelyn. As a 
whole that story is more notable as being one of the very few poems 
of epical proportions undertaken by modem French poets than for its 
construction, which Ib diffuse, or its psychology, which is feeble and 
indeed absurd, or its actual execution, too frequently lymphatic and 
negligent Complete in itself and founded it is supposed on the 
confidences of a country priest^ the poet's friend and neighbour, 
JoedfH was intended by Lamartine for nothing more than one episode 
in a vast plan — ^the history of two lovers, a son of heaven and a 
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daughter of man, carried on from age to age of human development 
by the machinery of metempsychosis. La Chute (fim Ange was 
another episode in the same plan, never completed: a poem more 
evidently a fragment, and bearing more exasperating signs of distrac- 
tion in its notorious lapses of rime, but in many ways far finer than 
Jocelyn, more vigorous in conception, abounding in splendid descrip* 
tive passages, and breathing a really epical spirit. A certain similarity 
in design which connects La Chute (Tun Ange with Yigny's Moa on 
one hand, and on the other with the posthumous and fragmentary 
masterpiece of Hugo, La Fin de Satan, has been often noticed. 

Lamartine, a man of real and multifarious genius, wanted the 
scruple of artistic perfection, the spirit of artistic devotion : that is 
his irremediable shortcoming as a poet. He held that poetry is not 
an exacting vocation, but an occasional expansion, depending for its 
sincerity upon spasmodic and involuntary inspiration ; and it happened 
that the character of his gifts and of his limitations gave an apparent 
justification to that view. He is the poet of superb improvisations. 
His originality lay wholly in the intensity with whidi he could 
translate his moods, not at all in the force of an imagination which 
could provoke, prolong and govern them. His imagery is habitually 
hazy ; the very formula of his metaphors is successive : he felt, and 
then he sought a sensible interpretation of his thought. He had no 
part in the exploration of rhythms or the renovation of the language, 
though he showed himself supple enough to assimilate, when he chose, 
the conquests of his contemporaries on the technical side of his art ; 
but his authentic vocabulary, largely abstract, is no younger than that 
of Rousseau, and his handling of the Alexandrine is usually more 
timid than Racine's. He had, however, a wonderfully delicate ear, 
and was incapable of cacophony. Monotony, in a particular sense, is 
an essential part of his charm : he had movement without variety ; 
and he is a master of periods rather than of rhythms. — Finally, this 
praise belongs to the poetry of Lamartine, that it creates its own 
atmosphere and imposes the momentary illusion by which genius 
appears to us as a quality of the heart. 

The poetry of Lamartine is best read in the edition published by 
F^lix Juven, Paris. His complete works, except the Caura famUier 
de Litt4raiurey were comprehended in forty volumes published in 
1860-63. A volume of PoMes inidites was brought out by his 
disciple, Victor de Laprade. 
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IX 
L'ISOLEMENT 

Souvent sur la montagne, k I'ombre du vieux chdne, 
Au coucher du soleil, tristement je m'assieds ; 
Je prom^ne au hasard mes regards sur la plaine, 
Dont le tableau changeant se d^roule k mes pieds. 

Ici gronde le fleuve aux vagues ^cumantes ; 5 

n serpente, et s'enfonce en un lointain obscur ; 
Lk le lac immobile ^tend ses eaux dormantes 
Oil r^toile du soir se l^ve dans Fazur. 

Au sommet de ces monts couronn^ de bois sombres, 
Le cr^puscule encor jette un dernier rayon ; 10 

Et le char vaporeux de la reine des ombres 
Monte, et blanchit dejibles bords de Thorizon. 

Cependant, s'^lan^ant de la fl^che gothique, 

Un son religieux se r^pand dans les airs : 

Le Yoyageur s'arr6te, et la cloche rustique 15 

Aux demiers bruits du jour mSle les saints concerts. 

Mais k ces deux tableaux mon ftme indiffiSrente 
N'6prouye devant eux ni charme ni transports ; 
Je contemple la tiare ainsi qu'une ombre errante : 
Le soleil des vivants n'^chauffe pas les morts. ao 

De coUine en colline en vain portant ma vue, 
Du sud k Taquilon, de Taurore au couchant, 
Je parcours tons les points de I'immense ^tendue 
Et je dis : ' Nulle part le bonheur ne m'attend/ 

Que me font ces vallons, ces palais, ces chaumi&res, 1$ 
Yains objets dont pour moi le charme est envois ? 
Fleuves, rochers, forSts, solitudes si chores, 
Un seul dtre vous manque, et tout est d^peupl6 ! 
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Que le tour du soleil ou commence ou s'ach^ve, 
D'un (bU indifP^rent je le suis dans son cours ; 30 

En un ciel sombre ou pur qu'il se couche ou se l^ve, 
Qu'importe le soleil ? je n'attends rien des jours. 

Quand je pourrais le suivre en sa yaste carri^, 
Mes yeux verraient partout le vide et les deserts : 
Je ne desire rien de tout ce qu'il Claire; 35 

Je ne demande rien k Timmense univers. 

Mais peut-Stre au del4 des homes de sa sphere, 

Lieux oil le vrai soleil Claire d'autres cieux, 

Si je pouvais laisser ma d^pouille k la terre, 

Ce que j'ai tant t%y6 paraitrait k mes yeux ! 40 

Lk, je m'enivrerais k la source ou j'aspire ; 
L&, je retrouverais et I'espoir et I'amour. 
Et ce bien id^ que toute &me d^ire, 
Et qui n'a pas de nom au terrestre s^jour ! 

Que ne puis-je, porte sur le char de TAurore, 45 

Vague objet de mes vceux, m'^lancer jusqu'k toi ! 
Sur la terre d'exil pourquoi rest6-je encore ? 
n n'est rien de commUn entre la terre et moL 

Quand la feuiUe des bois tombe dans la prairie, 
Le Tent du soir s'^I^yc et I'arrache aux yallons ; 50 

Et moi, je suis semblable k la feuille fl^trie : 
Emportez-moi comme elle, orageux aquilons ! 

[Premises MidUationa poAiques. 

X 

Le Som 

Le soir ram6ne le silence. 
Assis sur ces rochers d^rts, 
Je suis dans le vague des airs 
Le char de la nuit qui s'ayance 
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V^us Be l&ye k Thorizon ; 5 

A mes pieds I'^toile amoureuse 
De sa lueur myBt^rieuse 
Blanchit les tapis de gazon. 

De ce h6tre au feuillage sombre 

J'entends frissonner les rameaux : zo 

On dirait autour des tombeaux 

Qu'on entend voltigeT une ombra 

Tout k coup, d6tach6 des cieux, 

Un rayon de Tastre nocturne, 

Glissant sur mon front taciturne, 15 

Vient mollement toucher mes yeux. 

Doux reflet d'un globe de flamme, 
Charmant rayon, que me veux-tu ? 
Viens-tu dans mon sein abattu 
Porter la lumi^ k mon ftme ? ao 

Descends-tu pour me r^v^ler 
Des mondes le divin myst^, 
Ces secrets cachte dans la sphere 
Oil le jour va te rappeler ? 

Une secrete intelligence 35 

T'adresse-t-elle aux malheureux ? 
Viens-tu, la nuit, briller sur eux 
Comme un rayon de I'esp^ance ? 

Viens-tu d^Yoiler Tayenir 

Au ccBur fatigu^ qui Timplore ? 30 

Rayon divin, es-tu Taurore 

Du jour qui ne doit pas finir ? 

Mon C(Bur k ta clart^ s'enflamme, 

Je sens des transports inconnus, 

Je songe k ceux qui ne sent plus : 35 

Douce lumi^re, es-tu leur ftme ? 
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Peut-Stre ces mftnes heureux 

Glissent ainsi sur le bocage. 

Envelopp^ de leur image 

Je crois me sentir plus prte d'eux ! 40 

Ah ! si c'est vous, ombres ch^ries, 
Loin de la foule et loin du bruit, 
Revenez ainsi chaque nuit 
Vous mSIer k mes rdveries. 

Ramenez la paix et I'amour 45 

Au sein de mon &me ^puis^, 

Comme la nocturne ros^ 

Qui tombe apr^ les feux du jour. 

Venez ! . . . mais des vapeurs fim^bres 
Montent des bords de I'horizon : 50 

EUes yoilent le doux rayon 
Et tout rentre dans les t^nibres. 

[Premiirea Mddita;tion8 poitiques. 

XI 

L'Enthousiasme 

Ainsi, quand Taigle du tonnerre 

Enlevait Ganym^e aux cieux, 

L'enfant, s'attachant k la terre, 

Luttait centre I'oiseau des dieux ; 

Mais entre ses serres rapides 5 

L'aigle, pressant ses flancs timides, 

L'arrachait aux champs patemels ; 

Et, sourd k la voix qui I'implore, 

II le jetait, tremblant encore, 

Jusques aux pieds des immortela lo 

Ainsi quand tu fonds sur mon kme, 
Enthousiasme, aigle vainqueur, 
Au bruit de tes alles de flamme 
Je fir^mis d'une sainte horreur ; 
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Je me d^bats boub ta puissance, 15 

Je fiiis, je crains que ta prince 

N'an^antisse un ccBur morteL 

Comme un feu que la foudre allume. 

Qui ne s'^teint plus, et consume 

Le bftcher, le temple et TauteL 90 

Mais k I'essor de la penste 

L'instinct des sens s'oppose en vain : 

Sous le dieu mon &me oppress^ 

Bondit, s'^Iance, et bat mon sein. 

La foudre en mes veines circule : 85 

]6tonn^ du feu qui me brCde, 

Je rirrite en le combattant, 

Et la lave de mon g^nie 

D^borde en torrents d'hannonie, 

Et me consume en s'tehappant 30 

Muse, contemple la victime ! 

Ce n'est plus ce front inspire, 

Ce n'est plus ce regard sublime 

Qui langait un rayon sacr6 : 

Sous ta d^Yorante influence 35 

A peine un reste d'existence 

A ma jeunesse est ^chapp^. 

Mon front, que la pUeur e&ice 

Ne conserve plus que la trace 

De la foudre qui m'a frapp^. 40 

Heureux le podte insensible I 

Son luth n'est point baign^ de pleurs ; 

Son enthousiasme paisible 

N'a point ces tragiques fiireurs. 

De sa yeine f6conde et pure 45 

Coulent, ayec nombre et mesure, 

Des ruisseaux de lait et de miel ; 

Et ce pusillanime Icare, 

Trahi par I'aile de Pindare 

Ne retombe jamais du oieL 50 
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Mais nous, pour embraser les ftmes, 

II faut brfider, il faut ravir 

Au cid jaloux ses triples flammes : 

Pour tout peindre, il faut tout sentir. 

Foyers brfiiants do la lumidre, ss 

Nos ooaurs de la nature enti^re 

Doiyent concentrer les rayons ; 

Et Ton accuse notre vie ! 

Mais ce flambeau qu'on nous envie 

S'allume au feu des passions. 60 

Non, jamais un sein pacifique 

N'enfanta oes divins tians, 

Ni ce d^Kixdre sympathique 

Qui soumet le monde k nos chanta 

Non, non» qusnd TApoUon d'Homdre, 65 

Pour lancer ses traits sur la terre, 

Descendait des sommets d'!^ryx. 

Volant aux rives infemales, 

n trempait ses armes fatales 

Dans les eaux bouillantes du Styx. 70 

Descendes de Tauguste oime 

Qu'indignent de lAohes transports ! 

Ce n'est que d'un luth magnanime 

Que partent les divins accorda 

Le ccsur des en£ants de la lyre 75 

Ressemble au marbre qui soupire 

Sur le s^pulcre de Memnon : 

Pour lui donner la Yoix et Tftme, 

n faut que de sa chaste flamme 

L'oeil du jour lui lance un rayon. 80 

Et tu veux qu'eveillant encore 

Des feux sous la cendre couverts, 

Mon reste d'Ame s'^vapoie 

En accents perdus dans les airs I 

La gloire est le r6ye d'une ombre ; 85 

EUe a trop retranoh^ le nombre 
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Des jours qu'elle devait charmer. 
Tu yeux que je lui sacrifie 
Ce dernier souffle de ma vie ! 
Je veux le garder pour aimer. 90 

[Prerwiirea MMUoMona podtiques. 



xu 

Le Lao 

Ainsi, toujours pouss^ vers de nouveaux riyages, 
Dans la nuit ^temelle emport&i sans retour, 
Ne pourrons-nous jamais sur I'oc^an des figes 
Jeter Tancre un seul jour ? 

O lac ! Tannic k peine a fini sa carridre, 5 

Et prto des Acts ch^ris qu'elle devait revoir, 
Regarde ! je viens seul m'asseoir sur cette pierre 
Oil tu la vis s'asseoir ! 

Tu mugissais ainsi sous ces roches profondes ; 
Ainsi tu te brisais sur leurs flancs d^hir^s ; 10 

Ainsi le vent jetait I'^ume de tes ondes 
Sur ses pieds ador^. 

Un soir, t'en souvient-il ? Nous voguions en silence ; 
On n'entendait au loin, sur Fonde et sous les cieux, 
Que le bruit des rameurs qui frappaient en cadence 15 
Tes flots harmonieux. 

A 

Tout k coup des accents mconnus k 4e terre 

Du rivage charm6 firappdrent les 6chos ; 

Le flot fot attentif, et la voix qui m'est ch^re 

Laiflsa tomber ces mots : 90 

' O temps, suspends ton vol ! et vous, heures propices, 

Suspendez votre cours ! 
Laissez-nous sayourer les rapides ddices 

Des plus beaux de nos jours ! 
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' Assez de malheiireuz ici-bas vous implorent : 35 

Coulez, coulez pour eux ; 
Prenez avec leurs jours les soins qui les d^vorent ; 

Oubliez les heureux. 

' Mais je demande en Tain quelques moments encore, 

Le temps m'^chappe et fait ; 30 

Je dis jt cette nuit : " Sois plus lente " ; et Taurore 
Va dissiper la nuit. 

< Aimons done, aimons done ! de Theure fugitive 

HAtons-nous, jouissons ! 
L'homme n'a point de port, le temps n'a point de rive ; 35 

II coule, et nous passons ! ' 

Temps jalouz, se peut-il que ces moments d'ivresse, 
Oil I'amour k longs flots nous versa le bonheur, 
S'envolent loin de nous de la mdme vitesse 

Que les jours de malheur ? 40 

H6 quoi ! n'en pourrons-nous fixer au moins la trace ? 
Quoi ! passes pour jamais ? quoi ! tout entiers perdus ? 
Ce temps qui les donna, ce temps qui les effitce, 
Ne nous les rendra plus ? 

^temitd, n^ant, pass^, sombres abimes, 45 

Que £Edtes-vous des jours que vous ei^loutissez ? 
Parlez : nous rendrez-vous ces extases sublimes 
Que vous nous ravissez ? 

O lac I rochers muets ! grottes ! fordt obscure ! 
Vous que le temps ^pargne ou qu'il pent rajeunir, 50 

Ghtrdez de cette nuit, gardez, belle nature, 
Au moins le souvenir ! 

Qu'il soit dans ton repos, qu'il soit dans tes orages, 
Beau lac, et dans I'aspect de tes riants coteaux, 
Et dans ces noirs sapins, et dans ces rocs sauvi^fes 55 

Qui pendent sur tes eaux ! 
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Qu'il soit dans le 2s^phyr qui fr^mit et qui passe, 
Dans les bruits de tes bords par tes boids r^p6t68, 
Dans Tastre au front d'argent qui blanchit ta surface 

De ses molles clart6s ! 60 

Que le vent qui g6mit, le roseau qui soupLre, 
Que les parfums lagers de ton air embaum^ ' 

Que tout ce qu'on entend, Ton voit ou Ton respire, 
Tout dise : ' lis ont aim6 ! ' 

[Prefmvkrea MidUabiona po^tiquea. 

XIII 

Eh ! qui m'emportera sur des flots sans ravages ? 

Quand pourrai-je, la nuit, aux clart^ des orages, 

Sur un yaisseau sans m&ts, au gr^ des aquilons, 

Fendre de I'Octen les liquides vallons, 

M'engloutir dans leur sein, m'^lancer sur leurs oimes, 5 

Rouler avec la vague au fond des noirs ablmes, 

Et, revomi cent fois par les gouffires amers, 

Plotter comme Tteume au vaste sein des mers ? 

D'efiBroi, de volupt^ tour k tour ^perdue, 

Cent fois entre la vie et la mort suspendue, 10 

Peut-dtre que mon &me, au sein de ces horreurs, 

Pourrait jouir au moins de ses propres terreurs, 

Et, prdte k s'abimer dans la nuit qu'elle ignore, 

A la vie un moment se reprendrait encore, 

Comme un homme, roulant des sommets d'un rocher, 15 

De ses bras tout sanglants cherche k s*j rattacher. 

Mais toujours repasser par une mdme route. 

Voir ses jours ^puiste s'^couler goutte k goutte ; 

Mais suivre pas k pas dans Timmense troupeau 

Ces generations, inutile fardeau, 90 

Qui meurent pour mourir, qui v^curent pour vivre, 

Et dont chaque printemps la terre se deUvre, 

Comme dans nos fordts le chSne avec m^pris 

Livre au vent des hivers ses feuillages fl^tris ; 

Sans regrets, sans espoir, avancer dans la vie 95 

Comme un vaisseau qui dort sur une onde assoupie ; 
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Sentir son ime, uaAe en impuiflsant e£fort, 
Se ronger lentement sous la rouille du sort; 
Panser sans d^oouTrir, aspirer sans atteindre ; 
Briller sans tehdrer, et pftlir sans s'^teindre ; 30 

H^las ! tel est mon sort et celui des humains ; 
Nos p^res ont pass^ par les mdmes chemins ; 
Chai^ du mdme sort, nos fils prendront nos places ; 
Ceux qui ne sont pas n^ y trouveront leurs traces. 
Tout s'use, tout pdrit, tout passe : mais, h^las ! 35 

Except^ les mortels, rien ne change ici-bas. 

[Les PrOudes. 

XIV 

L'Htmne de la Nurr 

Le jour s'^teint sur tes coUines, 
O terre ot languissent mes pas ! 
Quand pourrez-vous, mes yeux, quand pourrez-vous, h^las ! 
Saluer les splendours divines 
Du jour qui ne s'^teindra pas ? 5 

Sont-ils ouverts pour les t^n^bres 

Ces regards alt^r^ du jour ? 
De son ^clat, 6 Nuit I k tes ombres fun^bres 

Pourquoi passent-ils tour k tour ? 

Mon &me n'est pas lasse encore 10 

D'admirer Toeuvre du Seigneur ; 
Les ^lans enflamm^s de ce sein qui Fadore 

N'avaient pas 6puis6 mon coeur ! 

Dieu du jour ! Dieu des nuits ! Dieu de toutes les heures ! 
Laisse-moi m'envoler sur les feux du soleil ! 15 

Oil va vers Toccident ce nui^ vermeil ? 
II va voiler le seuil de tes saintes demeures 
Oil Toeil ne connait plus la nuit ni le sommeil ! 
Cependant ils sont beaux k I'oeil de Tesp^rance 
Ces champs du firmament ombrag^ par la nuit ; ao 

Mon Dieu ! dans ces deserts mon oeil retrouve et suit 
Les mirades de ta pr69enoa 
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Ces chceuis StmcelAiits que ton doigt seal conduit, 

Ces ocdans d'azur oil leur foule s'^Iance, 

Ces fanaux allum^ de distance en distance, 35 

Get astre qui paralt, cet astre qui s'enfuit, 

Je les comprends, Seigneur ! tout chante, tout m'instruit 

Que Tabime est combl^ par ta magnificence, 

Que les cieux sent vivants, et que ta providence 

Remplit de sa vertu tout ce qu'elle a produit ! 50 

Ces flots d'or, d'azur, de lumi^re, 
Ces mondes n^buleux que Toeil ne compte pas, 

O mon Dieu, c'est la poussi^re 

Qui s'^l^ye sous tes pas ! 

O Nuits, d^roulez en silence 35 

Les pages du livre des cieux ; 

Astros, gravitez en cadence 

Dans vos sentiers harmonieux ; 

Durant ces heures solennelles, 

Aquilons, repliez vos ailes, 40 

Terre, assoupissez vos ^hos ; 

Intends tes vagues sur les plages, 

O mer ! et berce les images 

Du Dieu qui t'a donn^ tes flots. 

Savez-vous son nom ? La nature 45 

R6unit en vain ses cent voix, 

L'^toUe k r^toUe murmure : 

Quel Dieu nous imposa nos lois ? 

La vague k la vague demande : 

Quel est celui qui nous gourmande ? 50 

La foudre dit k Taquilon : 

Sais-tu comment ton Dieu se nomme ? 

Mais les astres, la terre et llionmie 

Ne peuvent achever son nom. 

Que tes temples, Seigneur, sent ^troits pour mon &me ! 55 
Tombez, murs impuissants, tombez I 
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Laissez-moi voir ce del que vous me d^robez ! 

Architecte diyin, ses ddmes sont de flamme ? 

Que tes temples, Seigneur, sont ^troits pour mon Ame ! 

Tombez, murs impuissants, tombez ! 60 

YoTlk le temple oil tu r&iides ! 

Sous la vo{Lte du firmament 

Tu ranimes ces feux rapides 

Par leur ^temel mouvement ! 

Tous ces enfants de la parole, 65 

Balance sur leur double p61e, 

Nagent au sein de tes dartte 

Et des cieux oil leurs feux p&lissent 

Sur notre globe ils r^fl^chissent 

Des feux k toi-mdme emprunt6s ! 70 

L'Oc^an sejoue 

Aux pieds de son Roi ; 

L'aquilon secoue 

Ses ailes d'effroi ; 

La foudre te loue 7S 

Et combat pour toi ; 

L'^lair, la tempgte, 

Couronnent ta t6te 

D'un triple rayon ; 

L'aurore t'admire, 80 

Le jour te respire, 

La nuit te soupire, 

Et la terre expire 

D'amour k ton nom ! 

Et moi, pour te louer, Dieu des soleils, que suis-je ? 85 
Atome dans I'immensit^, 
Minute dans I'^temit^, 
Ombre qui passe et qui n'a plus ^t^, 
Peux-tu m'entendre sans prodige ? 
Ah ! le prodige est ta bont4 ! 90 

Je ne suis rien. Seigneur, mais ta soif me d^vore ; 
^^L'homme est n^nt, mon Dieu, mais ce n6ant t'adore, 
n s'd^ve par son amour ; 
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Tu ne peux m^priser Pinsecte qui t'honore, 

Tu ne peux repousser cette voix qui t'implore, 95 

Et qui vers ton divin s^jour, 

Quand Tombre s'dvapore, 

S'^ldve avec Taurore, 

Le soir g^mit encore, 

Renatt avec le jour. 100 

Oui, dans ces champs d'azur que ta splendour inonde, 

Oil ton tonnerre gronde, 

Oil tu veilles sur moi, 
Ces accents, ces soupirs animte par la foi 
Vent chercher, d'astre en astre, un Dieu qui me r^ponde, 105 
Et d'tehos en tehos, comme des voix sur I'onde 

Roulant de monde en monde 

Retentir jusqu'4 toL 

[Ha/muynies foitiqvM, 

XV 

Beauts, secret d'en haut, rayon, divin embl^me. 

Qui salt d'oii tu descends ? qui sait pourquoi Ton t'aime, 

Pourquoi I'oeil te poursuit, pourquoi le coeur aimant 

Se pr^ipite k toi comme un fer k I'aimant, 

D'une invincible 6treinte 4 ton ombre s'attache, 5 

S'embrase k ton approche et meurt quand on I'arrache ? 

Soit que, comme un premier ou cinqui^me ^l^ment, 

R^pandue ici-bas et dans le firmament. 

Sous des aspects divers ta force se d^voile, 

Attire nos r^ards aux rayons de I'^toile, 10 

Aux mouvements des mers, k la courbe des cieux, 

Aux flexibles ruisseaux, aux arbres gracieux; 

Soit qu'en traits plus parlants sous nos yeux imprimte, 

Et frappant de ton sceau la nature animte, 

Tu donnes au lion re£&oi de ses r^ards, 15 

Au cheval I'ondoiement de ses longs crins ^pars, 

A Taigle Tenvergure et Tombre de ses ailes, 

Ou leurs enlacements au cou des tourterelles; 

Soit enfin qu'^clatant sur le visage humain, 

Miroir de ta puissance, abr^g^ de ta main, 90 
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Dans leB traits, les couleurs dont ta main le d^re, 

Au front d'homme ou de femme, oil Ton te voit Colore, 

Tu jettes ce rayon de gr&oe et de fiert6 

Que TcBil ne pent fixer sans en dtre humects : 

Nul ne salt ton secret, tout subit ton empire ; 95 

Toute &me k ton aspect ou s'^crie ou soupire, 

Et cet 41an, qui suit ta fascination, 

Semble de notre instinct la r^v^lation. 

Qui sait si tu n'es pas en efFet quelque image 

De Dieu mdme, qui perce k travera ce nuage ? 30 

Ou si cette &me, k qui ce beau corps fiit donn^ 

Sur son type divin ne Ta pas fa9onn6 ; 

Sur la beauts supreme, ineffiU>le, infinie, 

N'en a pas models la charmante harmonie ; 

Ne s'est pas en naissant^ par des rapports secrets, 35 

Appropri^ sa forme et compost ses traits, 

Et dans cette splendour que la forme r^vMe 

Ne nous dit pas aussi : ' L'habitante est plus belle ' ? 

Nous le saurons un jour, plus tard, plus haut Pour moi, 

Dieu seul m'en est t^moin et lui seul sait pourquoi ; 40 

Mais, soit que la beauts brille dans la nature, 

Dans les cieux, dans une herbe, ou sur une figure, 

Mon c(Bur, n^ pour Tamour et Tadmiration, 

Y vole de lui seul comme ToBil au rayon, 

La couve d'un regard, s'y d^lecte et s'y pose, 4S 

Et toujours de soi-m6me y laisse quelque chose, 

Et mon &me allum6e y jette tour k tour 

Une ^tincelle ou deux de son foyer d'amour. 

Je me suis reproch^ souvent ces sympathies, 

Trop soudaines en moi, trop Tivement senties ; 50 

Ces instincts du coup d'oeil, ces premiers mouvements. 

Qui d'une impression me font des sentiments. 

Je me suis dit souvent : ' Dieu peut-6tre condamne 

Ces penchants oil du coeur la flamme se profane ; 

Mais, h^las ! malgrd nous TcbU se toume au flambeau. 55 

Est-ce un crime, 6 mon Dieu, de trop aimer le beau ? ' 

[Jocdyn : Troisidme ^poqua 
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ALFRED DE VIGNY 

1797-1863 

Thb events of his life are soon told. Count Alfred de Vigny was 
bom at Loches in Touraine ; he came of a military family whose 
historical consequence he was disposed to overrate. At the first 
Restoration he received a commission in the Gfendarmes Rouges^ was 
transferred the next year to the Foot Guards, and served until 1828. 
His first handful of verses appeared just before the Odei of Hugo, 
with whom Vigny, as a member of Nodier's eenade^ was for some 
years on familiar terms. Later, Auguste Barbier was perhaps his 
only intimate friend ; for his reserve was almost proverbial. Eloa 
dates from 1824; other poems were published in 1826, and a 
collective volume with three parts (Livre Mystique ; Livre Antique ; 
Zivre Modeme) in 1837. The other works published in his lifetime 
were written in prose: the more important are the fine romantic 
drama ChoUierUm (1835) and the ripe, pensive studies of character 
called Servitude et Orandeur militaires (1835), the fruit of his 
ezperience^as a soldier in time of peace. Vigny's other plays and 
the novels Cinq-Mars and Stella, are far inferior. He married an 
Englishwoman: it seems it was not a happy marriage. In 
1846 he was elected to the Academy, and after the upheaval of 1848 
he had — ^like other poets — a moment of political ambition and 
unsuccessfully sought election to the Assembly. He passed the 
rest of his days in almost complete retirement ; and left the splendid 
poetry of his middle age — Les Destine — as well as a curious diaiy, 
behind him in manuscript 

Notwithstanding the immediate success of Eloa and Chaiterton^ 
Vigny's rare and inexpansive genius was imperfectiy recognised while 
he lived. Baudelaire alone excepted, he is the loneliest of the great 
French poets ; and the dignity of his life, outwardly so tranquil, 
offers no temptation to found upon an unedifying legend a worship 
essentially unintelligent and insincere. His poetry is small in 
quantity : its subjectivity lies deep and is not tuned to elegy. He 
helped littie to orchestrate the great romantic commonplaces. Keen 
and steady as was his gaze into the future of society, public zeal 
scarcely inspired him, nor the prestige of distant lands, nor 
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archaeology; and though much that he wrote is flawless and a 
careful reading of his earliest poems reveab a freer handling of the 
Alexandrine than might be expected from their date, it is not as an 
initiator of new rhythms that any part of his glory was won. 
Sharing with his fellows of the Romantic revival a new breadth and 
freedom in the choice of themes, a new sincerity of inspiration and 
responsiveness to the impressions of the visible world, a relative 
indifference to the psychological interest, he is distinguished from 
most of them by the classical virtues of sobriety and calm and by a 
strong consistency of thought. His original temperament^ possibly 
reinforced by the accidents of life, gave to all he wrote the bias of 
a Lucretian despair, an unemphatic but by no means impassive 
scepticism ; but it was a lucid reason that governed its expression in 
poems, mainly narrative, of which the interest centres upon a type 
or an emblem of transience or of fortitude, some vision of 
deep significance for the religion of honour and the sense of 
solitude, firmly perceived and strikingly presented. 

His habit of seizing upon clear moral emblems and analogies for 
their help to an indirect self-reveUtion is not quite the symbolism of 
the Symbolists, some of whom have hailed Alfred de Vigny as an 
ancestor. But what may be called the constant mystical element in 
great poetry, the power to enhance the merely representative effects 
of words so that their passage leaves a track of dim implicit associa- 
tions behind them, belongs to him in a very rare degree. And it 
may be that this gradual charm of his verses adds to their gravity 
of carriage and tends to insulate beauties that are hardly to be 
appreciated without pauses for reflexion. Movement at least is not 
a characteristic quality of Vigny's, though such a spirited story 
as that of La FrigaU ' la SSrtetue * has rapidity enough. There is 
nothing clamorous or garish in his diction, no tumult of sensations, 
no confused opulence of imagery ; but a thrifty exactitude by which 
he excelled at all periods, in Mom or Le DUuge no less than in La 
CoUre de Samton or Le Mowt des Oltviers, in evoking wide un- 
chequered prospects with a few firm strokes. 

Eclipsed by his great contemporaries, Vigny had every right to 
assert his priority in some fresh fields of poetry which they made 
illustrious. He may have owed a little in the way of a suggestion 
to the author of Cain and Mamfred^ with whom he had no general 
affinity : but Eloa bears an evident relation to La Chute d^un Ange ; 
with the very conception of the poime — ^the long lyrical narrative — 
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he set a thoug^tfal example ; and it aeeniB moie than likely that the 
mere plan of his earlier work set Hugo upon the task of proving 
with La LSgende de$ Siides that the French have after bSI la t^ 
Spique. Nor is Leconte de lisle without some obligations to the 
poet who embodied a consistent philosophy in plastic and strenuous 
forms. It is to the credit of a later generation that justice has 
been done at last to the disinterested and lovable austerity of Vigny, 
his intellectual flame, the strange and alluring resonance of his 
reluctant avowals. 

The poetry of Alfred de Yigny is contained in a single volume 
(Calmann L^vy ; Lemerre.) 

XVI 

Le Cob 



J'aime le son du cor, le soir, au fond des bois, 
Soit qu'il chante les pleurs de la biche aux abois, 
Ou I'adieu du chasseur que T^cho faible accueille, 
Et que le vent du nord porte de feuille en feuille. 

Que de fois, seul, dans Tombre k minuit demeur6, 5 
J'ai souri de I'entendre, et plus souvent pleur6 ! 
Car je croyais ouir de ces bruits proph^dques 
Qui pr^c^daient la mort des paladins antiques. 

O montagne d'azur ! 6 pays ador^ ! 

Rocs de la Frazona, cirque du Marbor6, 10 

Cascades qui tombez des neiges entrain^ 

Sources, gaves, ruisseauz, torrents des P^rto^es. 

Monts gel6s et fleuris, trdne des deux saisons, 
Dont le front est de glace et le pied de gazons I 
Cest 14 qu'il fistut s'asseoir, c'est Ik qu'il faut entendre 15 
Les airs lointains d'un cor m^lancoUque et tendre. 

Souvent un voyageur, lorsque Pair est sans bruit, 
De cette voix d'airain fait retentir la nuit; 
A ses chants cadences autour de lui se m61e 
Lliarmonieux grelot du jeune agneau qui bdle. 90 
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Une biche attentive, au lieu de se cacher, 
Se suspend immobile au sommet du rocher, 
Et la cascade unit, dans une chute immense. 
Son ^temelle plainte auz chants de la romance. 

Ames des chevaliers, revdliez- vous encor ? 25 

Est^ vous qui parlez avec la voix du cor ? 
Roncevaux ! Roncevaux ! dans ta sombre vall^ 
L'ombre du grand Roland n'est done pas consol6e ! 



1! 



u 

Tons les preux ^taient morts, mais aucun n'avait fuL 
II reste seul debout, Olivier prte de lui : 30 

L'Afrique sur le mont I'entoure et tremble encore. 
' Roland, tu vas mourir, rends-toi,' criait le More ; 

' Tons tes pairs sent couchte dans les eaux des torrents.' 
n rugit comme un tigre, et dit : ' Si je me rends, 
Africain, ce sera lorsque les Pyr6n^ 35 

Sur I'onde avec leurs corps rouleront entrain^.' 

' — Rends-toi done,' r^pond-il, ' ou meurs, car les voilk.' 

Et du plus haut des monts un grand rocher roula. 

II bondit, il roula jusqu'au fond de I'abtme, 

Et de ses pins, dans I'onde, il vint briser la cime. 40 

' Merci,' cria Roland ; ' tu m'as fedt un chemin.' 
Et jusqu'au pied des monts le roulant d'une main, 
Sur le roc affermi comme un g^ant s'flance, 
Et, prdte k fair, I'arm^ k ce seul pas balanca 



m 

Tranquilles cependant, Oharlemi^e et ses preux 45 

Descendaient la montc^fne et se parlaient entre eux. 
A I'horizon d^ji^ par leurs eaux signal^es 
De Luz et d'Arg^ds se montraient les valines. 
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L'armte applaudissait Le luth du troubadour 
S'accordait pour ohanter loB sauleB do I'Adour ; 50 

Le vin franfais coulait dans la coupe ^trang^ ; 
Le soldat, en riant, parlait k la bergdreu 

Boland gardait les monts ; tous passaient sans efl&oi. 
Assis nonchalamment sur un noir palefroi 
Qui marchait rev6tu de housses violettes, 55 

Turpin disait, tenant les saintes amulettes : 

' Sire, on Toit dans le ciel des nuages de feu ; 
Suspendez votre marche; il ne faut tenter Dieu. 
Par monsieur Saint Denis, certes ce sent des ftmes 
Qui passent dans les airs sur oes vapeurs de flammes. 60 

' Deux &3lairs ont relui, puis deux autres encor/ 
Ici Ton entendit le son lointain du cor. 
L'empereur ^tonn^, se jetant en arridre, 
Sufi^nd du destrier la marche aventuri^re. 

* Entendez-vous ? ' dit-iL — * Oui, ce sent des pasteurs 65 
Bappelant les troupeaux ^ars sur les hauteurs,' 
Bandit Tarcheyfique, ' ou la voix ^touff^e 
Du nain vert Ob^ron, qui parle avec sa ffe.' 

Et I'empereur poursuit; mais son front soucieux 

Est plus sombre et plus noir que Tozage des cieux. 70 

n craint la trahison, et, tandis qu'il y songe 

Le cor ^clat et meurt, renatt et se prolonge. 

' Malheur ! c'est mon neveu ! malheur I car, si Roland 
Appelle 4 son secours, ce doit dtre en mourant 
Arri^, chevaliers, repassons la montagne ! 75 

Tremble encor sous nos pieds, sol trompeur de FEspagne I' 

iv 

Sur le plus haut des monts s'arrttent les chevaux ; 
L'^cume les blanohit; sous leurs pieds, Ronoevaux 
Des feux mourants du jour k peine se colore—* 
A rhorizon lointain fuit T^tendard du More. so 
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' Turpin, n'as-tu rien yu dans le fond du torrent ?' 

— * J'y vois deux chevaliers : Tun mort, I'autre expirant. 

Tous deux sont ^cras^ sous une roche noire ; * 

Le plus fort, dans sa main, ^l^ve un cor d'ivoire. 

Son ftme en s'exhalant nous appela deux fois.' 85 



Dieu, que le son du cor est triste au fond des bois ! 

[PoiTnes : le livre Modeme. 
tctit k Pau, en 1826. 

XVII 

La Maison du BsBasB 



Si ton coeur, g^missant du poids de notre vie, 

Se tratne et se d^bat comme un aigle bless^, 

Portant comme le mien, sur son aile asservie. 

Tout un monde fisttal, 6crasant et glac^; 

S'il ne bat qu'en saignant par sa plaie immortelle, 5 

S'il ne voit plus Tamour, son 6toile fiddle, 

i^dairer pour lui seul Thorizon effiic6 ; 

Si ton ftme enchatnto, ainsi que Test mon &me, 

Lasse de son boulet et de son pain amer, 

Sur sa gal6re en deuil laisse tomber la rame, 10 

Penche sa tdte p&le et pleure sur la mer, 

Et, cherchant dans les flots une route inconnue, 

T voit, en frissonnant, sur son ^paule nue, 

La lettre sociale 6crite avec le fer ; 

Si ton corps, fir^missant des passions secretes, 15 

S'indigne des regards, timide et palpitant ; 

S'il cherche k sa beauts de profondes retraites 

Pour la mieux d^rober au profwe insultant ; 

Si ta Uvre se stehe au poison des mensonges. 

Si ton beau front rougit de passer dans les songes 90 

D'un impur inconnu qui te voit et t'entend, 
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Pars courageusement, laisse toutes lea villes ; 
Ne ternis plus tes pieds aux poudres du chemin, 
Du haut de nos pensers vois les cit6a serviles 
Comme les rocs fatak de resclavage humain. 35 

Les grands bois et les champs sont de vastes asiles, 
Libres comme la mer autour des sombres ties. 
Marche k travers les champs ime fleur k la main. 

La Nature t'attend dans un silence austere; 

L'herbe Ahive k tes pieds son nuage des soirs, 30 

Et le soupir d'adieu du soleil k la terre 

Balance les beaux lis comme des encensoirs. 

La for6t a voil^ ses colonnes profondes. 

La montagne se cache, et sur les p&les ondes 

Le saule a suspendu ses chastes reposoirs. 35 

Le cr^puBCule ami s'endort dans la vall^, 

Sur llierbe d'^meraude et sur Tor du gazon. 

Sous les timides joncs de la source isol^ 

Et sous le bois rfiveur qui tremble k Thorizon, 

Se balance en fiiyant dans les grappes sauvages, 40 

Jette son manteau gris sur le bord des rivages, 

Et des fleurs de la nuit entr'ouTre la prison. 

n est sur ma montagne une epaisse bruydre 

Oil les pas du chasseur ont peine a se ploi^r, 

Qui plus haut que nos fronts Idve sa t6te alti^re, 45 

Et garde dans la nuit le p&tre et T^tranger. 

Viens y cacher Tamour et ta divine faute ; 

Si rherbe est agitte ou n'est pas assez haute, 

J'y roulerai pour toi la Maison du Berger. 

Elle va doucement avec ses quatre roues, 50 

Son toit n'est pas plus haut que ton front et tes yeux ; 

La couleur du corail et celle de tes joues 

Teignent le char nocturne et ses muets essieux. 

Le seuil est parfiim^, Talcdve est large et sombre, 

Et, Ut, parmi les fleurs, nous trouverons dans Tombre, 55 

Pour nos cheveux unis, un lit sUencieux. 

H 
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Je verrai, si tu veuz, les pays de la neige, 

Ceux oil I'astre amoureux d^vore et resplendit, 

Ceux que heurtent les Tents, ceux que la neige assise, 

Ceux ot le pdle obsour sous sa glaoe est maudib 60 

Nous suivrons du hasard la oouise yagabonde. 

Que m'importe le jour ? que m'importe le monde ? 

Je dirai qu'ils sent beaux quand tes yeux Tauront dit 

Que Dieu guide k son but la vapeur foudroyaute 

Sur le fer des chemiDS qui traversent les monts, 65 

Qu'un auge soit debout sur sa forge bruyante, 

Quand elle va sous terre ou fait trembler les ponts 

Et, de see dents de feu, d^vorant ses chaudidras, 

Transperce les cti6s et saute les rivieres, 

Plus vite que le cerf dans I'ardeur de see bonds ! 70 

Oui, si range aux yeux bleus ne veille sur sa route, 

Et le glaire k la main ne plane et la d^end, 

S'il n'a comptS les coups du levier, s'il n'ecoute 

Chaque tour de la roue en son cours triomphant, 

S'il n'a ToBil sur les eaux et la main sur la braise, 75 

Pour Jeter en ^lats la mi^que foumaise^ 

II suffira toujours du caillou d'un enfant 

Sur le taureau de fer qui fiune, souffle et beugle, 

L'homme a mont6 trop tdt Nul ne connatt encor 

Quels orages en lui porte ce rude aveugle, 80 

Et le gai voyageur lui livre son trdsor ; 

Son vieux p&re et ses fills, il les jette en otage 

Dans le ventre brtdant du taureau de Carthage, 

Qui les rejette en cendre aux pieds du dieu de Tor. 

Mais il faut triompher du temps et de Tespace, 85 

Arriver ou mourir. Les marcluinds sent jaloux. 
L'or pleut sous les charbons de la vapeur qui passe, 
Le moment et le but sont I'univers pour nous. 
Tons se sont dit : ' Aliens ! ' mais aucun n'ast le mattre 
Du dragon mugissant qu'un savant a fait nattre ; 90 
Nous nous sommes joute k plus fort que nous tous. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



ALFRED DE VIGNY 116 

Eh bien, que tout circule et que lee grandes causeB 

Sur d6B aUes de feu lancent les actions, 

PouTYU qu'ouTerts toujours aux g6a6reuaiee chosee 

Les chemins du vendeur senrent les passioiiB. 95 

B^ni soit le Commerce au hardi caducte, 

Si TAmour que tounnente une sombre penste 

Peut franchur en un jour deux grandes nations. 

Mais, 4 moins qu'un ami menace dans sa vie 

Ne jette, en appelant, le cri du d^sespoir, 100 

Ou qu'avec son clairon la France nous convie 

Aux fdtes du combat, aux luttes du savoir ; 

A moins qu'au lit de mort une m^re ^plorte 

Ne veuille encor poser sur sa race adorte 

Ces yeux tristes et doux qu'on ne doit plus revoir, 105 

i^vitons ces chemins. — Leur voyage est sans grftces, 

Puisqu'il est aussi prompt, sur ses lignes de for, 

Que la fltehe lanc^ k travers les espaces 

Qui va de Tare au but en faisant siffler Tair. 

Ainsi jet^ au loin, lliumaine creature no 

Ne respire et ne voit, dans toute la nature, 

Qu'un brouillard ^touffant que traverse un ^lair. 

On n'entendra jamais piaffer sur une route 

Le pied vif du cheval sur les pav^ en feu : 

Adieu, voyages lents, bruits lointains qu'on ^coute, 115 

Le rire du passant, les retards de I'essieu, 

Les d6tours imprdvus des pontes vari^, 

Un ami rencontr6, les heures oubli^, 

L'espoir d'arriver tard dans un sauvage lieu. 

La distance et le temps sont vaincus. La science lao 
Trace autour de la terre un chemin triste et droit. 
Le Monde est r^treci par notre experience 
Et r^quateur n'est plus qu'un anneau trop ^troit. 
Plus de hasard. Ghacun glissera sur sa ligne 
Immobile au seul rang que le depart assigne, 195 

Plough dans un calcul sUencieux et froid. 
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Jamais la Rdverie amoureuse et paisible 

N'y verra sans horreur son pied blanc attach^ ; 

Car il faut que ses yeux sur chaque objet visible 

Versent un long regard, comme un fleuve ^panch^; 130 

Qu'elle interroge tout avec inquietude, 

Et, des secrets divins se faisant une ^tude, 

Marche, s'arrdte et marche avec le col pench6. 

[Lea Deetvnies, 

XVIII 

La Mort du Loup 



Les nuages couraient sur la lune enflamm^e 

Comme sur Tincendie on voit fair la fum^, 

Et les bois ^taient noirs jusques k Thorizon. 

Nous marchions, sans parler, dans rhumide gazon, 

Dans la bruydre ^paisse et dans les hautes brandes, 5 

Lorsque, sous des sapins pareils k ceux des Landes, 

Nous avons aper^u les grands ongles marques 

Par les loups voyageurs que nous avions traqu^ 

Nous avons ^cout^, retenant notre haleine 

Et le pas suspendu. — Ni le bois ni la plaine 10 

Ne poussaient un soupir dans les airs ; seulement 

La girouette en deuil criait au firmament ; 

Car le vent, ^lev^, bien au-dessus des teires, 

N'effleurait de ses pieds que les tours solitaires, 

Et les chdnes d'en bas, centre les rocs pench^, 15 

Sur leurs coudes semblaient endormis et couch^ 

Rien ne bruissait done, lorsque, baissant la tSte, 

Le plus vieux des chasseurs qui s'^taient mis en qudte 

A regard^ le sable en s'y coucliant ; bientdt 

Lui que jamais ici Ton ne vit en d^faut, ao 

A declare tout bas que ces marques r^centes 

Annon9aient la d-marche et les griffes puissantes 

De deux grands loups-cerviers et de deux louveteaux. 

Nous avons tous alors pr^par^ nos couteaux, 
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£t, cachant nos fusils et leurs lueurs trop blanches, 25 

Nous allions pas k pas en ^artant les branches. 

Trois s'arrfitent, et moi, cherchant ce qu'ils voyaient, 

J'aper9ois tout k coup deux yeux qui flamboyaient, 

Et je vois au deUk quatre formes l^^res 

Qui dansaient sous la lune au milieu dep bruydres, 30 

Comme font chaque jour, k grand bruit sous nos yeux, 

Quand le mattre revient, les l^vriers joyeux. 

Leur forme ^tait semblable et semblable la danse ; 

Mais les enfiEuits du Loup se jouaient en silence, 

Sachant bien qu'k deux pas, ne dormant q\x'k demi, 35 

Se couche dans ses murs Thomme leur ennemi. 

Le p^re etait debout, et plus loin, centre un arbre, 

Sa louve reposait comme celle de marbre 

Qu'adoraient les Remains, et dont les flancs veins 

Couvaient les demi-dieux R^mus et Romulus. 40 

Le Loup vient et s'assied, les deux jambes dress^es. 

Par leurs ongles crochus dans le sable enfonc^. 

II est jug6 perdu, puisqu'il ^tait surpris, 

Sa retraite couple et tons ses chemins pris ; 

Alors il a saisi, dans sa gueule briilante, 45 

Du chien le plus hardi la gorge pantelante, 

Et n'a pas desserr6 ses m&choires de fer, 

Malgr^ nos coups de feu qui traversaient sa chair, 

Et nos couteaux aigus qui, comme des tenailles, 

Se croisaient en plongeant dans ses larges entrailles, 50 

Jusqu'au dernier moment oil le chien ^trangl6, 

Mort longtemps avant lui, sous ses pieds a rould 

Le Loup le quitte alors et puis il nous regarde. 

Les couteaux lui restaient au flanc jusqu'k la garde, 

Le douaient au gazon tout baign^ dans son sang ; 55 

Nos fusils Tentouraient en sinistre croissant 

II nous regarde encore, ensuite il se recouche. 

Tout en l^chant le sang r^pandu sur sa bouche, 

Et, sans daigner savoir comment il a p^ri, 

Refermant ses grands yeux, meurt sans jeter un cri. 60 



Digitized by 



Google 



118 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 



u 



J'ai repos^ mon front but mon fusil sans poudre, 

Me prenant k penser, et n'ai pu me rteoudre 

A poursuiyre la Louve et ses fils, qui, tons trois, 

Avaient voulu I'attendre, et, comme je le crois. 

Sans ses deux loaveteaux, la belle et sombre veuve 65 

^e Vent pas laiss^ seul subir la grande ^preuve ; 

Mais son devoir ^tait de les sauver, afin 

De pouvoir leur apprendre k bien souffirir la faim, 

A ne jamais entrer dans le pacte des villes 

Que I'homme a fait avec les animaux serviles, 70 

Qui chassent devant lui, pour avoir le coucher, 

Les premiers possesseurs du bois et du rocher. 



ui 

H^las ! ai-je pens^ malgr6 ce grand nom d'Hommee, 

Que j'ai honte de nous, d^biles que nous sommes ! 

Comment on doit quitter la vie et tous ses maux, 75 

Cost vous qui le savez, sublimes animaux ! 

A voir ce que Ton fiit sur terre et ce qu'on laisse, 

Seul le silence est grand ; tout le reste est faiblesse. 

— Ah ! je t'ai bien compris, sauvage voyageur, 

Et ton dernier regard m'est all^ jusqu'au coeur 1 80 

II disait : ' Si tu peux, fais que mon &me arrive, 

A force de rester studieuse et pensive, 

Jusqu'^ ce haut degr^ de stolque fiert6 

Oil, naissant dans les bois, j'ai tout d'abord mont^. 

G^mir, pleurer, prier, est ^alement Iftche. 85 

Fais gnergiquement ta longue et lourde tftche 

Dans la voie oil le sort a voulu t'appeler. 

Puis, apr^s, comme moi, souffire et meura sans ps^ler/ 

[Les Destinies, 
"kcxit au chftteau de M * * * 
1843. 
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VICTOR HUGO 

1802-1886 

Yictob-Mabib Hitgo, of whose ftdl and brilliant life only a meagre 
sketch will be expected here, was the third child of a soldier of for- 
tune who served with distinction in the Revolutionary wars, in Italy, 
and in Spain — ^where he eiyoyed the confidence of Joseph Bonaparte. 
The poet thought his family noble on his father's side : we only know 
that his grandfather was a joiner in Nancy, and that for two genera^ 
tions before the Hugos had been huBbandmen in Lorraine. His 
mother, a Voltairian and a RoyaUst^ was the daughter of a Nantes 
shipowner. 

He was bom at Besan^on, and saw Elba and Corsica, Italy and 
Spain in his childhood : his only settled home was a house with a 
wild garden which had been part of the Feuillantine convent in the 
south of Ftois. Victor and his brother Eugtoe had a desultory and 
broken, but comprehensive schooling. Their first master, in Paris, 
was an ez-Oratorian, but they learned more by devouring a circulat- 
ing library; for a little while they were at the Nobles' college in 
Madrid ; and after Napdieon's faU they were sent by General Hugo 
(who had separated from his wife) to a boarding-achool in Paris, 
where they both made verses, and Victor tragedies. He took part, 
from the age of fifteen, in Academic competitions with some success ; 
printed in 1819 an ultra^Royalist satire on the telegraph; founded in 
the same year, with his brother, a sort of literary supplement to the 
Ccfuervateur of Chateaubriand — his idol in letters and politics at 
this stage ; — ^and a little volume of Odes and other poems, including 
effusions on the death of the Duke de Bern and the birth of the 
Duke de Bordeaux, appeared in 1822. A little later he was married 
(after a long and troubled courtship) to AdMe Foucher, the daughter 
of an old War 0£9ce friend of his family. Another periodical, La 
lfu9€jranfauef was started by Hugo and other young men in 1828, 
and became the organ of new tendencies in literature, as Charles 
Nodi^s rooms at the Arsenal Library were their first debating 
chib. 

The Buooess of the first Odes was mainly political : for us their 
chief merit is their fluency. The Ballads which accompanied 
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additional odes pabliahed in 1826 are not only remarkable for com- 
mand of rime and variety of measures but for the rather crude and 
puerile attempt to naturalise a poetry of popular magic latterly re- 
vived in the North of Europe, and (what is more interesting) to turn 
to account some forgotten native elements of an analogous character. 
CrornvkU followed, Hugo's first, unplayed and unplayable drama, 
with its rash but most stimulating preface, which defined certain 
cardinal doctrines of the younger school (all subjects are in them- 
selves legitimate; it is better to be complete than to be perfect; 
character is the paramount element of beauty ; contrary moods may 
be associated in one work), and made it impossible for the rising 
poet to maintain the attitude of ostensible neutrality in the quarrel 
between Classics and Romantics which he had begun by a£fecting. 

From this point his poetical career falls into three periods. In 
the first, eclipsing Vigny and rivalling Lamartine by the loud and 
sometimes scandalous triumph of his dramas, his fiction and his 
lyrics, he captained the fight for artistic freedom and did more than 
any other Frenchman to effect a necessary revolution in the poetical 
vocabulary and in poetical forms ; and under him Sainte-Beuve and 
Qautier, the two Deschamps and Barbier and Brizeux, Soulaiy and 
the mutinous young recruit Alfred de Musset carried the Romantic 
banner to victory. — It opens in 1829 with Lt% Orientally pictures of 
a fabulous East ingenuously but intensely imagined, sincerely con- 
ventional and revealing a palette of exta%u>rdinary opulence, as well 
as an experimental suppleness with rhythms wherein the coming 
transformation of the Alexandrine was implicit abready. Four 
successive volumes of lyrical poetry marked the stages in his progress 
from virtuosity to genuine self-expression. The familiar tone pre- 
vails in Les Feuilles cPAutomne ; Les Chants du Creptucule and Le$ 
Voix InUriewes contain several of his stately national odes, as well 
as some poems which record a growing preoccupation with the ideas 
of God, immortality, progress, and a few discreet tributes to her who 
inspired the most durable and absorbing of his irr^;ular affections. 
These elements, with much self -^loubt, resentment at hostile criticism, 
changes and waverings in religious and political belief, are aU to be 
found in Les Sayons et Us Ombres and in that considerable portion 
of the posthumous collection Toute la Ly^e which belongs to these 
fruitful years. In prose, his two imaginative pamphlets directed 
against the death penalty appeared in 1829, and a year later Noire- 
Dame de Paris, a masterpiece for which two juvenile adventures in 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



VICTOR HUGO 121 

fiction had not prepared his public : it remains the supreme type of 
the purely romantic novel in France, more memorable as a piece of 
splendid prose and for its vivid emblematical portraiture of fifteenth 
century Baris than for interest of character or coherence of plot. But 
it was his dramas that brought him most celebrity: Marion 
Ddarme (suppressed for a little by the thin-skinned government of 
Charles x.), Hemani, whose name has now the legendary glory of a 
battle and a victory in art^ the stirring tragi-comedy JRup BUu^ — 
and Luerkee Borgia and Angelo in prose. Unflagging beauty of style 
alone lifts these dramas out of the class of historical melodrama to 
which undoubtedly their prototype— the Henri III. of Dumas- 
belongs. Constructive skill, passages of real pathetic force, an incom- 
parable vigour balance, perhaps, the psychological poverty, the 
irrelevant tirades, the false emphasis and perverse situations which 
are their manifest weakness. — During this period, Victor Hugo's 
rather superficial Catholicism degenerated into a vague inexacting 
theism; and he lost his attachment for the elder Bourbons. The 
July Monarchy gave him a seat in the House of Peers and he had 
much personal intercourse with Louia-Philippe, though, early in the 
reign, the poet was already a theoretical Bepublican. 

A second period, the most glorious, may be dated between 1843 
and 1870. In the spring of the former year. Let Burffraves, a 
drama full of epical intention, was produced and fell immediately 
before the ^orts of a clique. Hugo renounced the stage, and he 
was consoling himself by travel in the Pyrenees when, in May, the 
news reached him that his daughter L^poldine, recently married to 
a brother of the poet Auguste Vacquerie, had been drowned with her 
husband while boating on the Seine. This was the greatest sorrow 
of his life, and its eflfect upon his poetry was as profound as that 
of Arthur Hallam's death upon the genius of Tennyson. Hugo's 
In Memariam is contained in Les CowUmpUuicnt — Uie very finest 
assuredly of his lyrical works — of which the first part was already 
written at this time, but which saw the light many years later. 
Between 1843 and 1853 he published nothing but a book of travel 
and a pamphlet, and it was civic indignation, not personal bereave- 
ment, that caused him to break silence with Lu ChdHmenU. 
Towards the end of Louis-Philippe's reign he b^gan to play a con- 
siderable part in politics, tending more and more towards the extreme 
Left. Under the Republic he was returned to the Legislative 
Assembly : his old worship of Napoleon and the Prince-President's 
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weU-known interest in Utopian theories made the fHys^ for a little 
whOe, attiactive to him. The 'crime of December' ^ms a rode 
awakening. Hugo was one of those who resisted its consequences 
to the last, and his own part in this crisis, though doubtless not so 
conspicuous as he fancied, was certainly creditable to his patriotism 
and his personal courage. When the last barricade had been stormed 
and a price was put upon his head, Hugo escaped to Brussels, where 
many other notable recalcitrants assembled, and soon after crossed the 
Channel, a proscript. First Jersey and then Guernsey was the home 
of his exile, which lasted (for he refused to benefit by an amnesty) 
until the fall of the Empire. Here, having shaken off the mere 
trappings of Romance, he rose above all schools and produced, one 
after another, his least contestable masterpieces. Zes ChdiimmU 
revived the grand manner of ancient lyrical satire ; in Les Contemplch 
tions, he blends reminiscence with fantasy, and the consummate ex- 
pression of grief and resignation with visicMos of terror and beatitude ; 
the first series of La L^^ende des Siiclea attains the highest reach of 
French verse and suffices to affirm the capacity of the modem French 
for heroical poetry ; and in the marvellously skilful Chansons des Rttes 
et des Bois he seems a giant at play. Besides these he wrote in the 
same period much at least of the poetry published after his death, 
and, in particular, most or all of the two pendants, as we have 
them, to the lAgtnie — ^the fragmentary Fin de Satan, and Diete, the 
imaginative confession of successive creeds. In exile, too, he finished 
and produced the humane, enthralling, absurd and unique prose epic 
of our times, Les MisSrahles ; and he wrote Les TravaiUeurs de la 
Mer and L'ffomme qui rit, and the swollen preface to his son's 
translation of Shakespeare, which teems with enthusiasm and error, 
critical perversities, flashes of insight and splendid irrelevance. 

At the news of Sedan and the ' days of September,' Victor Hugo 
returned to Paris. He stood the siege, contributed to the national 
defence the proceeds of his Histovre (f tm Crime^ and was elected to 
the Assembly which sat at Bordeaux. He voted against the peace 
and resigned his seat, and after the Commune, which he disapproved 
and excused, did his best to mitigate the horrors of retaliation. 

He had overrated his political authority : indeed the next few 
years he passed in comparative neglect. But his fame had long been 
universal : the heart of Paris warmed towards the master of all who 
wrote in the French tongue, the irreducible foe of tyranny, who had 
suffered and endured ; — ^his old age knew the solace of popular esteem. 
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and his life ended in i^mtheoeiB. Factions and sects made ose of his 
name and of his pen, and mnch of his last writing is diminished for 
ns by the vein of peevish and yerbose and almost puerile invectiye 
which he indulged, and by an increasing tendency to facile improvisa- 
tion. But his mastery of rhythm and language never grew less, and 
among the works produced in this final period of his long career are 
several volumes which may ahnost rank with his best achievement. 
V Annie Terrible^ his memorable tribute to the War and the Com- 
mune, was followed by a book of poetry consecrated to his tenderness 
for tjie children of his dead son Charles. A second and a third series 
of La Ligende det Siides are full of magnificent pages, though upon 
the whole inferior to the first. All the great sources of his inspira- 
tion enrich Les Quatre FenU de VEiprity and especially the heroical. 
A last drama, TorquemadOy and a last historical novel, the admirable 
QuaaTeMngt-tTeizey must be added to the list. 

Victor Hugo died in May 1885 at the age of eighty-three ; he was 
mourned by a whole nation. Sixteen volumes in prose and verse — 
memoirs, correspondence, juvenilia^ criticism, and much splendid 
poetry — ^have been filled by the writing he left behind him. Not 
even TauU la Lyre could add to his glory. A last book of verse 
appeared in time for the impressive celebration of his centenary. 

The most fragmentary judgment upon Victor Hugo must at least 
endeavour to present him not only as the prince of French poets in 
his time but as one of the very greatest of all poets ; — and it is well 
to forget for a little that he was, incidentally, so much besides. In 
a certain sense his writings, outside poetry, and even the notable acts 
by which he asserted his personality in real life, being uniformly 
governed by the same necessities of his imagination, may be called 
redundant — not because with unequal success he essayed every form 
of composition and took several parts as a public man, but because 
with a genius too stupendously synthetic and too exclusively creative 
to be truly versatile, he added nothing durable to his greatness by ap- 
parently respecting the modem categories into which tilie organisation 
of knowledge has carved out the ancient kingdom of poetry. ' H a 
su transmuer la substance de tout en substance po^tique,' said Leconte 
de Lisle. But Hugo did not always resist the temptation to show 
himself in attitudes which challenge approval upon alien grounds ; so 
that it has often seemed reasonable and ahnost relevant to rei^oach 
this snpreme lyrist with not being a systematic 'thinker' or a fully 
instructed and impartial chronicler or an incontrovertible apologist : 
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for, eapecially in the poetry of hia old age, the frequent assomption 
of a didactic or rather a polemical tone makes us forget that fortunate 
inaptness for abstractions which should have secured him against all 
criticism that is not poetical criticism. Yet upon the whole an 
instinct surer than the sense of his limitations served him even in 
what may be called without disrespect his aberrations, and made 
every theme yield its utmost value to that faculty of words and that 
faculty of vision which are the promontories of Hugo's incomparable 
genius. 

He contains (he is perhaps the only modem writer who contains) 
the whole of a living language. Encydopaodic in his range, his 
power of assimilation, Hugo is supreme among the canonised writers 
of the world in his absolute command over the resources of his 
tongue, which he rejuvenated and reconciled with its past. He is 
the greatest rhetorician who ever lived, unapproached in the art of 
amplifying, in the sense of climax, and also a master of composition. 
When he chose, he could be measured and graceful; he is always 
verbally perspicuous and logical. That presence of mind or instinct 
of verbal association which is perhaps the ultimate secret of fecundity 
was at once his strength and his weakness. Words had a mysterious 
power over him : he is sometimes visibly the bondsman of irresiBtible 
suggestions in sound, and the prestige of certain syllables often 
betrayed him into digressive apostrophes and irrelevant illustration. 

Of verse he is the absolute sovereign, the indefatigable f oi^iper of 
rhythms, the magical equilibrist, the constantly fortunate manipulate 
of rime. What he did for French verse has been indicated elsewhere 
in thb volume : it is enough to repeat that he made it obedient to all 
the motions of the mind, and that he reinforced the pleasli[l^es of habit 
and concord with those which variance and surprise can give to the 
ear. In the gift of structure and inventiveness he is only matched 
by Ronsard. 

In the breadth, deamess and tenacity of his vision (his other 
senses were less keen) lies the secret of his imaginative audacity. 
He gave wings to qualities, a human heart to the inanimate, and 
expressed no idea without metaphor. Other poets have described 
myths, interpreted and retold them ; Hugo is a mythologist, whose 
art repeats and illustrates the obscure anthropomorphous processes 
we impute to the collective mind of primitive peoples. 

His creations are all emblems, and governed by overwhelming 
impressions of contrast. He handles individual men with as great a 
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vivifying power as natural forces, but in general without that respect 
for proportion, that complete sympathy and that taste for diversil^ 
which are conditions of psychological truth. His special kingdom is 
not made of the love of men and women ; and he is sparing of con- 
fession — the characteristic resource of modems. He is the poet 
of pity, still more the poet of terror earthly and spectral ; the poet 
of childhood and the sea; a masterly painter of war, havoc and 
confusion. 

All tones are his, but especially a tone of inexorable majesty and 
solemnity. Hugo has little humour, but much wit — of a curious, 
original sort Emphasis is his constant enemy : it was occasionally 
Shakespeare's. For the rest, he is not a philosopher, but he interests 
philosophers. No poet in his century, or any century of our era, 
threw more ideas into circulation by giving them a sensuous shape 
and a voice to enchant and to haunt the memory of men. 

A fine edition of Victor Hugo's works, produced by the Lnprimerie 
Nationale, is not yet complete. The Sdition definitive contains all 
that was published in his lifetime : it exists in two sizes : the text is 
not free from occasional blunders. The following is a Hst of his 
works in verse : 



Lyrical. 
Odes, 1822. 
Odes et Ballades, 1826. 
Lee Orientales, 1829. 
Les Feuilles d'Automne, 1831. 
Lee Chants'du Cr^puscule, 1835. 
Les Voix LitMenres, 1837. 
Les Rayons et les Ombres, 1841. 
Les Chfttiments, 1853. 
Les Contemplations, L ii. 1856. 
La L^gende des Si^es, I 1859. 
Chansons des Rues et des Bois, 

1864. 
L'Ann6e Terrible, 1873. 
L'Art d'dtre Qrand-p^re, 1877. 
La L^gende des SiMes, ii. 1877. 
Le Fkpe. 

La Piti6 Suprdme. 
L'Ane. 



Les quatre Vents de TEsprit, 1 881 . 
Iia L6gende des Sidles, iii. 1883. 

La Fin de Satan. 

Dieu. 

Toute la Lyre, i. ii iii. 

Demi^ Gerbe, 1902. 



Cromwell, 1827. 

Marion Delorme, 1829 (1831). 

Hemani, 1830. 

Le Roi s'amuse, 1832. 

Ruy Bias, 1838. 

Les Burgraves, 1843. 

Torquemada. 

Po9ihmMU9. 
Th^tre en Libert^. 
Amy Robsart. 
Les Jumeaux. 
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XIX 

Mazeppa 



Ainsi, quand Hazeppa, qui rugit et qui pleure, 

A vu ses bras, ses pieds, ses flancs qu'un sabre effleure, 

Tous ses membres li^ 
Sur un fougueux cheval, nourri d'herbes marines, 
Qui fume, et fait jaillir le feu de ses narines 5 

Et le feu de ses pieds ; 

Quand il s'est dans ses noeuds tov16 comme un reptile, 
Qu'il a bien r^joui de sa rage inutile 

Ses bourreaux tout joyeux, 
Et qu'il retombe enfin sur la croupe farouche, to 

La sueur sur le front, I'^cume dans la bouche 

Et du sang dans les yeux ; 

Un cri part, et soudain voUk que par la plaine 
Et rhomme et le cheTal, emportes, bors d'haleine, 

Sur les sables mouvants, 15 

Seuls, emplissant de bruit un tourbillon de poudre 
Pareil au noir nuage oil serpente la foudre, 

Volent avec les vents ! 

lis vont Dans les vallons comme un orage ils passent, 
Comme ces ouragans qui dans les monts s'entassent, ao 

Comme un globe de feu ; 
Puis dijk ne sont plus qu'un point noir dans la brume, 
Puis s'e£B5tcent dans Fair comme un flocon d'teume 

Au vaste ocdan bleu. 

Ils vont L'espace est grand. Dans le d^rt immense, 25 
Dans rhorizon sans fin qui toujours recommence, 

Ils se plongent tous deux. 
Leur course comme un vol les emporte, et grands chdnes, 
Yilles et tours, monts noirs li^s en longues chalnes, 

Tout chancelle autour d'eux. «> 
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£t, si rinfortun^, dont la tdte se brise, 
Se d^bat, le cheval, qui devance la brise, 

D'un bond plus efi&ay^ 
S'enfonce au d^rt vaste, aride, infranchissable, 
Qui devant eux s'^tend, aveo ses plis de sable, 35 

Comme un manteau ray^. 

Tout vaoille et se peint de oouleun inoonnues : 
n voit courir les bois, courir les larges nues, 

Le vieux donjon d^truit, 
Les monts dont un rayon baigne les intenralles ; 40 

n voit ; et les troupeaux de fiunantes cavales 

Le suivent k grand bruit ! 

Et le ciel, oil ddjit les pas du soir s'allongent, 
Avec ses oceans de nuages oil ploi^nt 

Des nuages encor, 45 

Et son soleil qui fend leurs vagues de sa proue, 
Sur son front ^bloui toume oomme une roue 

De marbre aux veines d'or ! 

Son ceil s'^are et luit, sa chevelure tndne, 

Sa tdte pend ; son sang rougit la jaune ar&ne, 50 

Les buissons ^pineux ; 
Sur ses membres gonflte la corde se replie, 
Et comme un long serpent resserre et multiplie 

Sa morsure et ses noeuds. 

Le cheval, qui no sent ni le mors ni la selle, 55 

Toujours fuit, et toujours son sang coule et ruisselle, 

Sa chair tombe en lambeaux; 
Helas ! voici d6^k qu'aux cayales ardentes 
Qui le suivaient, dressant leurs crinidres pendantes, 

SuccMent les corbeaux ! 60 

Les corbeaux, le grand due k Tceil rond, qui s'effinie, 
L'aigle e&x6 des champs de bataille, et Torfraie, 

Monstre au jour inconnu, 
Les obliques hiboux, et le grand yautour fauve, 
Qui fouiUe au flanc des morts, oil son cou rouge et chauve 65 

Plonge comme un bras nu ! 
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Tous viennent flargir la fiin^bre volte ; 
Tous quittent pour le suiyre et Tyeuse isolte 

Et les nids du manoir. 
Lui, sanglant, 6perdu, sourd k leurs cris de joie, 70 

Demande en les voyant : Qui done Ik-bas d^ploie 

Ce grand ^yentail noir? 

La nuit descend lugubre, et sans robe 6toil4a 
L'essaim s'achame, et suit, tel qu'une meute ailte, 

Le voyageur fdmant 75 

Entre le ciel et lui, comme im tourbillon sombre, 
n les voit, puis les perd, et les entend dans Tombre 

Voler confiis^ment 

Enfin, aprte trois jours d'une course insenste, 

Aprte avoir franchi fleuves k Teau glacte, 80 

Steppes, for6ts, dteerts, 
Le cheval tombe aux cris de mille oiseaux de proie, 
Et son ongle de fer sur la pierre qu'il broie 
^teint ses quatre 6clairs. 

VoiUb rinfortun^ gisant, nu, miserable, 85 

Tout tachfil^ de sang, plus rouge que Terable 

Dans la saison des fleurs. 
Le nuage d'oiseaux sur lui toume et s'arrSte ; 
Maint bee ardent aspire k ronger dans sa tdte 

Ses yeux brtd^ de pleurs. 90 

Et bien ! ce condamn^ qui hurle et qui se tratne, 
Ce cadavre vivant, les tribus de TUkraine 

Le feront prince un jour. 
Un jour, semant les champs de morts sans sepultures, 
n d6dommagera par de larges pfttures 95 

L'orfi^ie et le vautour. 

Sa sauvage grandeur nattra de son supplice. 
Un jour, des vieux hetmans il ceindra la pelisse. 

Grand k Toeil ^bloui ; 
Et, quand il passera, ces peuples de la tente, xoo 

Prostem^, enverront la fismfare telatante 

Bondir autour de lui ! 
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Ainsi, lorsqu'un mortel. sur qui son dieu s'^tale, 
S'est vu lier vivant sur ta croupe &tale, 

G^^e, ardent coursier, 105 

En vain il lutte, h&M ! tu bondis, tu Temportes 
Hon du monde rtel, dont tu brises les portes 

Avec tes pieds d'acier ! 

Tu firanchis avec lui d^rts, cimes chenues 

Des vieux monts, et les men, et par-deli les nues, no 

De sombres r^ons ; 
Et mille impurs esprits que ta course reveille, 
Autour du voyageur, insolente merveille, 

Pressent leun l^ons ! 

n traverse d'un vol, sur tes ailes de flamme, Z15 

Tous les champs du possible, et les mondes de Vkme, 

Boit au fleuve ^temel ; 
Dans la nuit orageuse ou la nuit ^toil^ 
Sa chevelure, aux crins des comdtes mdl6e, 

Flamboie au front du ciel im 

Les six lunes d'Herschel, I'anneau du vieux Satume, 
Le pdle, arrondissant une aurore nocturne 

Sur son front boreal, 
II voit tout : et pour lui ton vol, que rien ne lasse, 
De ce monde sans borne k chaque instant d^lace 125 

Lliorison id^ 

Qui pent savoir, hormis les demons et les ai^^es, 
Ce qu'il souffire k te suivre, et quels ioUiis ^tranges 

A ses yeux reluiront, 
Comme il sera brCd^ d'ardentes ^tincelles, 130 

H^las ! et dans la nuit combien de froidee ailes 

y iendront battre son front ? 
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II crie 6pouyant^, tu poursuis implacable. 
Vile, 6puia6, b^ant, sous ton vol qui Taccable 

n ploie avec effiroi ; 135 

Chaque pas que tu fais semble creuser sa tombe. 
Enfin le terme arrive . . . il court, il vole, il tombe, 
Et se relive roi ! 

[Les OrieThtales. 
ir<ul888. 

XX 

Parfois, lorsque tout dort^ je m'assiedB plein de joie 

Sous le d6me 6toil^ qui sur nos fronts flambdie ; 

J'dcoute si d'en haut il tombe quelque bruit ; 

Et llieure vainement me friq>pe de son aile 

Quand je contemple, 6mu, oette £§te ^melle 5 

Que le del rayonnant donne au monde la nuit ! 

Souvent alors j'ai cru que ces soleils de flamme 

Dans oe monde endormi n'tehauffiiient que mon &me; 

Qu'4 les comprendre seul j'^tais pr^estin^ ; 

Que j'6tais, moi, vaine ombre obscure et tacitume, 10 

Le roi myst^rieux de la pompe nocturne; 

Que le ciel pour moi seul s'^tait illuming ! 

[Lea FeuiUea d'Autorrme. 



XXI 
OUITARE 

Oastibelza, Thomme k la carabine, 

Chantait ainsi : 
' Quelqu'un a-t-il connu dofia Sabine ? 

Quelqu'un d'ici ? 
Dansez, obantez, villageois ! la nuit gagne 

Le mont Falit^— 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou ! 

^ Le numt FalU, Prononoer numl Fabm. 
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' Qaelqu'im de tous a-t-il connu Salnne, 

Masenora? lo 

Sa m^ 6tait la Tieille maugrabine 

D'Antequera, 
Qui chaque nuit criait dans la Tour-Magne 

Gomme un hibou . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 15 

Me rendra fou. 

< Danaez, ehantes I Des biens que Theure envoie 

II faut user. 
Elle 6tait jeune et son ml plein de joie 

Faisait penser. — ao 

A ce vieillard qu'un en£eyit accompagne 

Jetez un sou ! . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 

< Vraiment, la reine eftt prte d'elle 6t& laide 95 

Quand, vers le soir, 
EUe passait sur le pont de Toldde 

En corset noir. 
Un chapelet du temps de Charlemagne 

Omait son cou . . . — 30 

Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 

' Le roi disait, en la voyant si bdle, 

A son neveu : 
— Pour un baiser, pour un sourire d'elle, 35 

Pour un eheveui 
In&nt don Buy, je donnerais FEspagne 

Et le P^rou I— 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 40 

' Je na sais pas si j'aimais oette dame» 

Maisjesaisbien 
Que» pour avoir un regard de son ftme^ 

Moiy pauvre chien, 
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J'aurais gaiment passe dix ans au bagne 45 

Sous le verrou . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 

' Un jour d'^t^ que tout 6tait lumiire, 

Vie et douceur, 50 

Elle s'en vint jouer daos la riviere 

Avec sa soeur. 
Je vis le pied de sa jeune compagne 

Et son genou . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 55 

Me rendra fou. 

' Quand je voyais cette enfant, moi le p&tre 

De ce canton, 
Je croyais voir la belle Cl^op&tre, 

Qui, nous dit-on, 60 

Menait C^sar, empereur d'AUemagne, 

Par le lioou . . . — 
Le Tent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 

' Dansez, chantez, villageois, la nuit tombe. 65 

Sabine, un jour, 
A tout vendu, sa beauts de Colombo, 

Et son amour. 
Pour Tanneau d'or du comte de Saldagne, 

Pour un bijou . . . — 70 

Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 

' Sur oe vieux bane souffrez que je m'appuie, 

Car je suis las. 
Avec ce comte elle s'est done enfuie ! 75 

Enfuie,h61as! 
Par le chemin qui va vers la Cerdagne, 

Je ne sais oti . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k travers la montagne 

Me rendra fou. 80 
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' Je la voyais passer de ma demeure, 

Et c'^tait tout 
Mais k pr^nt je m'ennuie k toute heure, 

Plein de d^goflt, 
Rgveur oisif, Tftme dans la campagne, 85 

La dague au clou . . . — 
Le vent qui vient k trayers la montagne 

M'a rendu fou ! ' 

[Les Rayons et les Ombres. 
14 moirs 1837. 

XXII 

La Coocinelle 

Ellemedit: Quelque chose 
Me tourmente. Et j'aper$U8 
Son cou de neige, et, dessus, 
Un petit insecte rose. 

J'aurais d<i, — mais, sage ou fou, 5 

A seize ans on est farouche, — 
Voir le baiser sur sa bouche 
Plus que rinsecte k son cou. 

On eftt dit un coquillage ; 

Dos rose et tache de noir. xo 

Les fauyettes pour nous yoir 

Se penchaient dans le feuillage. 

Sa bouche fratche ^tait \k ; 

Je me courbai sur la belle, 

Et je pris la coccinelle ; 15 

Mais le baiser s'enyola. 

— Fils, apprends comme on me nomme, 
Dit rinsecte du ciel bleu : 
Les bdtes sent au bon Dieu, 
Mais la bdtise est k Thomma » 

[Les OtyiKtemploAionSy i. 
Parifl, IMA 1890. 
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xxin 

Lb Roust d'Omphale 

II est dans Tatrium, le beau rouet dlvoire. 

La roue agile est blanche, et la quenouille est noire; 

La quenouille est d'6b^e incrust^ de lapis. 

II est dans Tatrium sur un riche tapis. 

Un ouvrier d']^!gine a sculpte sur la plinthe 5 

Europe, dont un dieu n'^coute pas la plainte. 
Le taureau blanc Temporte. Europe, sans espoir, 
Crie, et, baissant les yeux, s'^pouvante de voir 
L'oc^an monstrueux qui baise ses pieds roses. 

Des aiguilles, du fil, des boites demi-closes, 10 

Les lames de Milet, peintes de pourpre et d'or, 
Emplissent un panier pr^ du rouet qui dort 

Cependant, odieux, efi&oyables, ^normes, 

Dans le fond du palais, vingt fantdmes difformes, 

Yingt monstres tout sanglants, qu'on ne voit <{vl% demi, 15 

Errent en foule autour du rouet endormi ; 

Le lion n6m6en, lliydre affireuse de Leme, 

Cacus, le noir brigand de la noire caveme, 

Le triple Q^ryon, et les typhous des eaux 

Qui le soir k grand bruit soufflent dans les roseaux. 90 

De la massue au front tous ont Tempreinte horrible, 

Et tous, sans approcher, rddant d'un air terrible, 

Sur le rouet, ot pend un fil souple et liS, 

Fixent de loin dans Fombre un ceil humili^. 

[Les ContempUUiona, i. 

XXIV 

SoiB 

Dans les ravins la route oblique 
Fuit. — II Yoit luire au-dessus d'eux 
Le ciel sinistre et m^tallique 
A travers des arbres hideux. 
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DeBStresrddmt surleB rives; 5 

Le nenuphar nocturne 6cldt ; 
Des agitations furtiyes 
Courbent I'herbe, rident le flot. 

Les laiges estompes de Tombre, 

MSlant les lueurs et les eaux, 10 

!^auchent dans la plaine sombre 

L'aspect monstrueux du chaos. 

Yoici que les spectres se dressent. 

D'oti sortent-ils ? que veulent-ils ? 

Dieu ! de toutes parts apparaissent 15 

Toutes sortes d'al&eux profils ! 

II marche. Les heures sont lentes. 

n Yoit l&-haut, tout en marchant, 

S'allumer ces pourpres sanglantes, 

Splendours lugubres du couchant. ao 

Au loin una cloche, une endume, 
Jettent dans I'air leurs £ubles coups. 
A ses pieds flotte dans la brume 
Le paysage immense et doux. 

Tout s'^teint Lliorizon reeule. as 

n regarde en ce lointain noir 
Se former dans le cr^puscule 
Les vagues figures du soir. 

La plaine, qu'une brise effleure, 

Ajoute, ouverte au yent des nuits, 30 

A la solennit6 de Theure 

L'apaisement de tons les bruits. 

A peine, t^n^breux murmures, 

Entend-on, dans Tespace mort, 

Les palpitations obscures 35 

De ce qui veille quand il dort. 
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Les broussailleB, les grte, les ormes, 

Le vieux saule, le pan do mur, 

Deviexment les contours difformes 

De je ne sais quel monde obscur. 40 

L'insecte aux nocturnes ^tres 
Imite le cri des sabbats. 
Les 6tangs sont comme les vitres 
Par oil Ton voit le oiel d'en bas. 

Par degrte, monts, forSts, cieux, terre, 45 

Tout prend I'aspect terrible et grand 
D'un monde entrant daiis un myst^re, 
D'un navire dans I'ombre entrant. 

[Toute la Lyre^ L 

XXV 

Tbois Ans APBias 

II est temps que je me repose ; 
Je suis terrass^ par le sort 
Ne me parlez pasd'autre chose 
Que des t^n&bres oil Ton dort 1 

Que yeut-on que je recommence ? 5 

Je ne demande d^rmais 

A la oration immense 

Qu'un peu de silence et de paix ! 

Pourquoi m'appelez-vous encore ? 

J'ai fait ma tftche et mon devoir. 10 

Qui travaillait avant I'aurore 

Pent s'en aller avant le soir. 

A vingt ans, deuil et solitude ! 

Mes yeux, baiss^s vers le gazon, 

Perdirent la douce habitude 15 

De voir ma m^re k la maison. 
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Elle nous quitta pour la tombe ; 

Et yous savez bien qu'aujourd'hui 

Je cherche, en cette nuit qui tombe, 

X7n autre ange qui s'est enfui I » 

Vous savez que je d^sesp&re, 
Que ma force en vain se defend, 
Et que je soufire comme p&re, 
Moi qui sou£&is tant comme enfiemt ! 

Mon oeuvre n'est pas terming, 25 

I>ites-vou& Comme Adam banni, 
Je regarde ma destin^e 
Et je vois bien que j'ai fini. 

Lliumble enfant que Dieu m'a ratio 

Rien qu'en m'aimant savait m'aider. y> 

C6tait le bonheur de ma vie 

De voir ses yeux me r^arder. 

Si ce Dieu n'a pas voulu clore 

L'oduvre qu'il me fit commencer, 

S'il veut que je travaille encore, 35 

n n'avait qu'k me la laisser ! 

n n'avait qu'^ me laisser vivre 

Avec ma fille k mes cdt^, 

Dans cette extase oil je m'enivre 

De my st^euses clart^ ! 40 

Ces clarttejour d'une autre sphere, 
Dieu jaloux, tu nous les vends ! 
Pourquoi m'as-tu pris la lumidre 
Que j'avais parmi les vivants ? 

As-tu done pens^, fatal mattre, 45 

Qa'k force de te contempler, 
Je ne voyais plus ce doux dtre, 
Et qu'il pouvait bien s'en aller ? 
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T'es-tu dit que rhomme, vaine ombre» 
H^las, perd son humamtd 50 

A trop voir oette splendeur sombra 
Qu'on appella la y^t^ ? 

Qu'on peut le firapper sang qu'il aouffire, 
Que son cceur est mort dans I'ennui, 
Et qu'k force de voir le gouffie, ss 

II n'a plus qu'un abime 4 lui ? 

Qu*il Ta, stolque, oil tu I'enToies, 

Et que diteormais, enduici, 

N'ayant plus ioi-bas de joies, 

II n'a plus de douleurs aussi ? 60 

As-tu pens^ qu'une ime tendie 
S'ouvre k toi pour se mieux former, 
Et que ceux qui veulent comprendre 
Finissent par ne plus aimer ? 

Dieu I vraiment, as-tu pu oroire 65 

Que je prtfi&rais, sous les cieux, 
L'effiayant rayon de ta gloire 
Aux douces lueurs de ses yeux ? 

Si j'ayais su tes lois moroses, 

Et qu'au mfime esprit enchants 70 

Tu ne donnes point ces deux cboses, 

Le bonheur et la y^t^, 

Plutdt que de lever tes Toiles, 

Et de chercher, coeur triste et pur, 

A te voir au fond des ^toiles, 75 

Dieu sombre d'un monde obscur, 

J'eusse aimd mieux, loin de ta boe, 

Suivre, heureux, un 6troit chemin, 

Et n'dtre qu'un homme qui passe 

Tenant son enhtit par la main 1 80 
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Mamteaaat, je veux qu'on me liuase ! 
J'ai fini ! le sort est yomqueur. 
Que vient-on rallumer sans ceese 
Dans Fombre qui m'emplit le ooeur ? 

Vous qui me parlez, tous me dites 85 

Qu'il faut, rappelant ma raison, 
Ouider les foules d^r^pites 
Vers les lueurs de rhorizon ; 

Qu'jk llieure ot les peuples se Invent, 

Tout peuseux suit un but profond ; 90 

Qu'il se doit k tous ceux qui rSvent, 

Qu'il se doit k tous ceux qui yont; 

Qu'une &me, qu'un feu pur aiiime, 
Doit hftter, avec sa clart6, 
L'^panouissement sublime 95 

De la future humanity ; 

Qu'il faut prendre part, cceurs fidMes, 

Sans redouter les oceans, 

Aux f(§tes des choses nouyelles, 

Aux combats des esprits grants ! 100 

Vous yoyez des pleurs sur ma joue, 
£t yous m'abordez m^contents, 
Comme par le bras on secoue 
X7n honmie qui dort trop longtemps. 

Mais songez k ce que yous fiaites tos 

H^las ! eet ange au front si beau, 
Quand yous m'appelez k yos f6tes, 
Peat<4tre a froid dans son tombeau. 

Peut-dtre, liyide et pftlie, 

Dit-elle dans son lit ^troit : no 

— Est-ce que mon p6re m'oublie 

£t n'est plus ]k, que j'ai si froid ? 
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Quoi ! lonqu'k peine je r^iste 

Aux choses dont je me souviens, 

Quand je suis bris^, las et triste, 115 

Quand je Pentends qui me dit : VienB ! 

Quoi i Yous Youlez que je souhaite, 

Moi, pli6 par un coup soudain, 

La rumeur qui suit le poete, 

Le bruit que fait le paladin ! lao 

Yous voulez que j'aspire encore 
Aux triomphes doux et dor6s 1 
Que j'annonce aux dormeurs Taurore ! 
Que je crie : Allez ! esp^rez ! 

Yous voulez que, dans la m616e, las 

Je rentre ardent parmi les forts, 

Les yeux k la vottte 6toilto... — 

Oh ! llierbe 6paisse oil sent les morts ! 

[Les Ckyifitemplati(yM, ii* 
10 navembre 1846. 



XXVI 

goufire ! Tftme plonge et rapporte le doute. 

Nous entendons sur nous les heures, goutte k goutte, 

Tomber comme I'eau sur les plombs ; 
Lliomme est brumeux, le monde est noir, le ciel est sombre, 
Les formes de la nuit vont et viennent dans Tombre ; 5 

Et nous, p&les, nous contranplons. 

Nous contemplons Tobscur, Tinconnu, Tinvisible. 
Nous sondons le tM, Tid^, le possible, 

L'dtre, spectre toujours present. 
Nous regardons trembler Tombre ind^termin^e. to 

Nous sommes accoud6s sur notre d6stin^, 

L'cBil fixe et Tesprit fi^missant 
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Nou8 4pions des bruits dans ces vides fimdbres, 
Nous teoutons le souffle, errant dans les t^^bres, 

Dont frissonne Tobscurit^ ; 15 

Et, par moments, perdus dans les nuits insondables, 
Nous voyons s'telairer de lueurs formidables 

La Titre de F^temit^. 

[Lea ContempUxtums, ii. 
Marine Temoe^ wpUmJbre 1853. 

XXVII 

France, k llieure oti tu te prostemes, 
Le pied d'un tyran sur le front, 
La yoix sortira des cavemes, 
Les enchatnds tressailleront 

Le banni, debout sur la gr^ve, 5 

Contemplant T^toile et le flot^ 
Comme ceux qu'on entend en rdye, 
Parlera dans I'ombre tout haut; 

Et ses paroles qui menacent, 
Ses paroles dont I'^lair luit, 10 

Seront comme des mains qui passent 
Tenant des glaiyes dans la nuit. 

EUes feront fr^mir les marbres 

Et les monts que brunit le soir ; 

Et les chevelures des arbres 15 

Frissonneront sous le ciel noir. 

Elles seront Fairain qui sonne, 

Le cri qui chasse les corbeaux, 

Le souffle inconnu dont frissonne 

Le brin dlierbe sur les tombeaux ; 90 

Sur les races qui se transforment, 
Sombre orage, elles planeront ; 
Et si ceux qui vivent s'endorment, 
Ceux qui sent morts s'^veilleront. 

[Les Chdtimenta. 
Jmey, aaiU 1863. 
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XXVUI 

i 

Oh ! je saifl qu'ila feront dee menBonges sans nombie 
Pour s'^vader des mains de la y^iit^ sombre; 
Qu'ils nieront, qu'ils diront : oe n'est pas moi, o'est lui ! 
Mais, n'estril pas vrai, Dante, Eschyle, et tous, prophdtes ? 

Jamais, du poignet des poetes, $ 

Jamais, pris au collet, les malfaiteurs n'ont fui. 
J'ai ferm6 sur ceux-ci mon livre expiatoire ; 

J'ai mis des verrous k Thistoire; 

L'histoire est un bagne augourdliai 

Le po^te n'est plus Tesprit qui rSve et prie ; lo 

n a la grosse clef de la conciergeria 
Quand lis entrent au greffe, oil pend leur chalne au clou, 
On regarde le prince aux poches, comme un drdle, 

Et les empereurs k I'^ule ; 
Macbeth est un escroc, C^sar est un filou. 15 

Vous gardez des formats, 6 mes strophes ail^ ! 

Les Calliopes ^toil^ 

Tiennent des registres d'^crou. 

ii 

O peuples douloureux, il fibut bien qu'on vous vei^ ! 
Les rhdteurs froids m'ont dit : Le po^te, c'est Tange ; 90 

n plane, ignorant Fould, Magnan, Momy, Maupas ; 
II contemple la nuit sereine avec d^Iices . . . — 

Non, tant que vous seres complices 
De ces crimes hideux que je suis pas k pas, 
Tant que vous couvrirez ces brigands de tos voiles, 25 

Cieux azur^, soleils, 6toiles, 

Je ne vous regarderai pas ! 

Tant qu'un gueux foreera les bouches k se taire, 
Tant que la liberty sera couchte k terre 
Comme une femme morte et qu*on vient de noyer, 30 

Tant que dans les pontons on entendra des rides, 
J'aurai des dart^s s^pulcrales 
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Pour tous ceB fronts abjects qu'un bandit fait ployer. 
Je crierai : Ldye-toi, peuple ! oid, tonne et gronde ! 

La France, dans sa nuit profonde, 35 

Verra ma torche flamboyer ! 



m 

Ces coquins vils qui font de la France une Chine, 

On entendra mon fouet claquer sur leur tehine. 

Us chantent : Te Devm,, je crierai : Memento 1 

Je fouaillerai les gens, les fiaits^ les nonis, les titres, 40 

Porte-sabres et porte-mitres ; 
Je les tiens dans mon vers comme dans un ^tau. 
On Terra choir surplis, ^aulettes, br^viaires, 

Et C^r, sous mes 4triyi&res» 

Se sauver, troussant son manteaa ! 45 

Et les champs, et les pr^, le lac, la fleur, la plaine, 
Les nuages pareils k des flocons de laine, 
Leau qui fait frissoimer Talgue et les goemons, 
Et r^norme oc^an, hydro aux ^cailles vertes, 

Les forfits de rumeurs couvertes, 50 

Le phare sur les flots, I'^toile sur les monts, 
Me reeonnattront bien et diront \ voiz basse : 

Cest un esprit vengeur qui passe, 

Chassant deyant lui des demons ! 

\Le» Chdtimenta. 
Jersey, novembn 1862. 



Lb Chasseur Noib 

— Qu'es-tu, passant ? Le bois est sombre, 
Les corbeaux volent en grand nombre, 

n va pleuYoir. 

— Je suis celui qui va dans I'ombre, 

Le chasseur noir ! 
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Les feuilles des bois, du vent remu^, 

Sifflent ... on dirait 
Qu'un sabbat noctuine emplit de hu^ 

Toutelafordt; 
Dans une clairi^re an sein des nu^ lo 

La lune apparatt 

Chasse le daim, chasse la biche, 

Cours dans les bois, oours dans la friche, 

Voici le soir. 
Chasse le czar, ohasse rAutriche, 15 

O chasseur noir! 

Les feuilles des bois — 

n tonne, il pleut, c'est le deluge. 
Le renard fuit, pas de refuge 

Et pas d'espoir ! 90 

Chasse Tespion, chasse le juge, 

chasseur noir ! 

Les feuilles des bois — 

Tons les demons de Saint Antoine 

Bondissent dans la folle ayoine 95 

Sans t'^mouYoir; 
Chasse Tabb^, chasse le moine, 

O chasseur noir ! 

Les feuilles des bois — 

Chasse les ours ! ta meute jappe. 90 

Que pas un sauglier n'tehappe ! 

Fais ton devoir ! 
Chasse C^sar, ohasse le pape, 
O chasseur noir ! 

Les feuilles des bois — 35 

Le loup de ton sentier s'^carte. 
Que ta meute k sa suite parte ! 

Cours ! fus-le choir ! 
Chasse le brigand Bonaparte, 

chasseur noir ! 40 



Digitized by 



Google 



VIC5T0R HUGO 145 

Les feuilles des bois, du vent remu^, 

Tombent ... on dirait 
Que le sabbat sombre aux rauques huees 

Afai lafordt; 
Le clair chant du coq perce les nu to ; 45 

Ciel ! Taube apparalt ! 

Tout reprend sa force premiere. 
Tu redeviens la France alti^re, 

Si belle k voir, 
L'ange blanc vStu de lumidre, 50 

chasseur noir ! 

Les feuilles des bois, du yant remuees, 

Tombent ... on dirait 
Que le sabbat sombre aux rauques huees 

A fui la forgt ; 55 

Le clair chant du coq perce les nuto ; 

Ciel ! Taube appaMt ! 

[Les Chdtiments. 
Jersey, sepUmbre 1853. 



Geos Temps la Nuit 

Le vent hurle, la rafale 
Sort, ruisselante cavale, 

Du gouffire obscur 
Et, hennissant sur I'eau bleue 
Des crins ^pars de sa queue 

Fouette Tazur. 

L'horizon, que I'onde encombre, 
Serpent, au has du del sombre 

Court tortueux ; 
Toute la mer est difforme ; 
L*eau s'emplit d*uxk bruit 4norme 

Et montitrueux. 
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Le flot vient, s'enfuit, s'approohe, 
Et bondit oomme la cloche 

Dans le docher, 15 

PuiB tombe, et bondit encore ; 
La vague immenae et sonore 

Bat le rocher. 

L'oo^an frappe la terra 

Oh ! le forgeron mystire, ao 

Au noir manteau, 
Que fo]^[e-t-il dans la brume, 
Pour battre une telle endume 

D'un tel marteau ? 

L'hydre 6caillte k TobU glauque as 

Se roule sur le flot rauque 

Sans £rein ni mors ; 
La tempdte maniaque 
Remue au fond du doaque 

Les OS des morts. 30 

La mer chante un chant barbare. 
Les marins sont k la barre, 

Tout ruisselants ; 
L'telair sur les promontoires 
£blouit les vagues noires ss 

De ses yeux blancs. 

Les marins qui sont au large 
Jettent tout ce qui les charge, 

Canons, ballots ; 
Mais le flot gronde et blaspheme. 40 

— Ce que je veuz, c'est vous-mdme, 

O matelots ! 

Le ciel et la mer font rage. 
Cest la saison, c'est Forage, 

C'est le cUmat 45 

L'ombre aveugle le pilote* 
La voile en hullons grelotte 

Au bout du mftt 
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Tout se plaint, Tancre k la proue, 

La vergue au c&ble, la roue 50 

Au cabestaiL 
On croit voir, dans I'eau qui gronde, 
Comme un mont roulant sur Tonde, 

Leviathan. 

Tout prend un hideux langage ; 55 

Le roulis parle au tangage, 

La hune au foe. 
L'un dit : — L'eau sombre se I^ve. 
L'autre dit: — Le hameau rSve 

Au chant du coq. 60 

C'est un vent de Tautre monde 
Qui tourmente Teau profonde 

De tout o6t6, 
Et qui rugit dans Taverse ; 
L'6temit6 bouleverse 65 

L'immeusit^ 

. O'est fini ! la cale est pleine. 
Adieu, maison, verte plaine, 

Atre empourpre ! 
L'homme crie: 6 providence ! 70 

La mort aux dents blanches danse 

Sur le beaupr^ 

Et dans la sombre mdlte 
Quelque f6e ^hevel^, 

Urgel, Morgan, 75 

A travers le vent qui souffle, 
Jette en riant sa pantoufle 
A Fouragan. 

[T&wte la Lyre, i. 
2 fSvrier IB64. 
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XXXI 

La Tbrbe: Hymns 

Elle est la terre, elle est la plaine, elle est le champ. 
Elle est chkie k tous ceux qui s^ment ea marohant; 

Elle offire un lit de mousse au p&tre; 
Frileuse, elle se ohauffe au soleil ^temel, 
Rit, et fut cercle avec les plan^tes du ciel 5 

Comme des soeurs autour de T&tre. 

Elle aime le rayon propice aux bl^s mouvants, 
Et Tassainissement formidable des vents, 

Et les souffles, qui sent des lyres, 
Et r^lair, front vivant qui, lorsqu'il brille et fiiit, 10 
Tout ensemble ^pouvante et rassure la nuit 

A force d'effirayants sourires. 

Oloire k la terre ! Gloire k Taube oil Dieu paratt ! 
Au fourmillement d'yeux ouTerts dans la for^t, 

Aux fleurs, aux nids que le jour dore ! 15 

Oloire au blanchissement nocturne des sommets ! 
Gloire au ciel bleu qui pent, sans s'^puiser jamais, 

Faire des d^penses d'aurore ! 

La terre aime ce ciel tranquille, ^1 pour tous, 

Dont la s6r6mtA ne depend pas de nous, ao 

Et qui m61e k nos vils d^sastres, 
A nos deuils, aux Eclats de rires effiront^s, 
A nos m6chancet6s, k nos rapidity, 

La douceur profonde des astres. 

La terre est calme auprte de I'ocean grondeur ; 35 

La terre est belle; elle a la divine pudeur 

De se cacher sous les feuillages ; 
Le printemps son amant vient en mai la baiser ; 
Elle envoie au tonnerre altier pour Tapaiser 

La fumte humble des villages. y> 
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Ne inppe pas, tonnerre. lis sont petits, oeux-ci. 
La terre est bonne ; elle est grave et s6v^e aussi ; 

Les roses sont pures comme elle ; 
Quieonque pense, esp^ie et travaille lui platt, 
Et rinnocence offerte k tout homme est son lait, 35 

Et la justioe est sa mamella 

La tenre cache Tor et montre les moissons ; 
Elle met dans le flanc des fuyantes saisons 

Le germe des saisons prochaines, 
Dans I'azur les oiseaux qui chuchotent : aimons ! 40 
Et les sources au fond de Tombre, et sur les monts 

L'immense tremblement des chdnes. 

L'harmonie est son oeuvre auguste sous les cieux ; 
EUe ordonne aux roseaux de saluer, joyeux 

Et satisfaits, Tarbre superbe ; 45 

Car r^quilibre, c'est le bas aimant le haut; 
Pour que le cddre altier soit dans son droit, il £Etut 

Le consentement du brin d'herbe. 

Elle 4gftUfle tout dans la fosse, et confond 

Avec les bouviers morts la poussi^re que font 50 

Les C^sars et les Alexandres; 
Elle envoie au ciel r&me et garde Tanimal ; 
Elle ignore, en son vaste effacement du mal, 

La difference de deux cendres. 

Elle paie k chacun sa dette, au jour la nuit, 55 

A la nuit le jour, Therbe aux rocs, aux flours le fruit ; 

EUe nourrit ce qu'elle cr^, 
Et Tarbre est confiant quand rhomme est incertain ; 
O confrontation qui fait bonte au destin, 

O grande nature sacrte ! 60 

Elle fut le berceau d'Adam et de Japbet, 

Et puis elle est leur tombe ; et c'est elle qui fait 

Dans Tyr qu'aujourd'hui Ton ignore, 
Dans Sparte et Rome en deuil, dans Memphis abattu, 
Dans totis les lieux oil Thonune a parl6, puis s'est tu, 65 

Chanter la cigale aonore. 
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Pourquoi ? Four consoler les s^pulcres dormants. 
PourquoL ? Farce qu'il £Eiut hire aux teroulements 

Succ6der les apothteses, 
Aux voix qui disent Non les voix qui disent Oui, 70 
Aux disparitioQS de lliomme 6yanoui 

Le chant myst^rieux des choses. 

La terre a pour amis les moissonneurs ; le soir, 
Elle voudrait chasser du vaste horizon noir 

L'&pre essaim des corbeaux voraces, 75 

A rheure oil le bceuf las dit : Rentrons maintenant ; 
Quand les bruns laboureurs s'en reviennent tralnant 

Les socs pareils k des cuirasses. 

Elle enfante sans fin les fleurs qui durent peu ; 

Les fleurs ne font jamais de reproches k Dieu ; 80 

Des chastes lys, des vignes mOres, 
Des myrtes frissonnant au vent, jamais un cri 
Ne monte vers le ciel v^n^rable, attendri 

Par Finnocence des murmures. 

Elle ouvre un livre obscur sous les rameaux ^pais ; 85 
Elle fait son possible, et prodigue la paix 

Au rocher, k I'arbre, k la plante, 
Pour nous ^clairer, nous, fils de Cham et d'Hermds, 
Qui sommes condamn^ k ne lire jamais 

Qu'^ de la lumi^re tremblante. 90 

Son but, c'est la naissance et ce n'est pas la mort ; 
Cost la bouche qui parle et non la dent qui mord ; 

Quand la guerre inflkme se rue 
Creusant dans Thomme un vil sillon de sang baign^, 
Farouche, elle d^toume un regard indign^ 95 

De cette sinistre charrua 

Meurtrie, elle demande aux hommes : A quoi sort 
Le ravage ? Quel fruit produira le desert ? 

Pourquoi tuer la plaine verte ? 
Elle ne trouve pas utiles les m^hants, xoo 

Et pleure la beauts virginale des champs 

D6shonor^ en pure perte. 
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La terre fiit jadis C^rte, Alma C^rte, 

M^ aux yeux bleus des bl^, des pr6Ei et des fordts; 

Et je rentends qui dit encore : 105 

Fils, je 8uis D^dter, la d^esae dee dieux ; 
Et vous me bfttirez un temple radieux 

Sur la ooUine Callichore. 

[La Ligmde des Siiclea. 

XXXII 

Booz Ekdormi 

Booz s'^tait couch6 de fatigue accabl^ ; 
n avait tout le jour travaiU^ dans son aire. 
Puis avait fait son lit & sa place ordinaire; 
Booz dormait auprte des boisseaux pleins de bid. 

Ce vieillard possMait des champs de bite et d'orge ; 5 
II dtait, quoique riche, k la justice enclin ; 
n n'avait pas de fange en Teau de son moulin, 
n n'ayait pas d'enfer dans le feu de sa forge. 

Sa barbe 6tait d'argent comme un ruisseau d'ayril. 
Sa gerbe n'dtait point avare ni haineuse ; 10 

Quand il voyait passer quelque pauvre glaneuse: 
— Laissez tomber exprte des dpis, disait-il. 

Cet homme marchait pur loin des sentiers obliques, 
Vfitu de probity candide et de lin blanc ; 
Et, toujours du c6te des pauvres ruisselant, 15 

Ses sacs de grains semblaient des fontaines publiques. 

Booz 6tait bon maitre et fid&le parent; 

n dtait gdndreux, quoiqu'il fClt teonome ; 

Les femmes regardiuent Booz plus qu'un jeune homme, 

Car le jeune homme est beau, mais le vieillard est grand. «> 

Le vieillard, qui revient vers la source premiere, 
Entre aux jours dtemels et sort des jours changeants ; 
Et Ton voit de la flamme aux yeux des jeunes gens, 
Mais dans TobU du vieillard on voit de la lumidre. 



Digitized by 



Google 



152 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

Done, Booz dans la nuit dormait parmi les aiens ; 25 
Prte des meulafi, qu'on eiit prises pour des d^combres, 
Les moissonnears oouch^ faisaieiit des groupes sombres; 
Et ceci se paasait dans des temps trte ancMns. 

Les tribus d'Israel avaient pour chef un juge ; 
La terre, oii rhomme errait sous la tente, inquiet 30 
Des empreintes de pieds de grants qu'il voyait, 
l^tait encor mouill^ et molle du deluge. 



Comme dormait Jacob, comme dormait Judith, 
Booz, les yeux ferm^s, gisait sous la feuill^ ; 
Or, la porte du ciel s'^tant entre-bAill6e 35 

Au-dessus de sa tdte, un songe en descendit. 

Et ce songe dtait tel, que Booz vit un chdne 

Qui, sorti de son ventre, allait jusqu'au ciel bleu ; 

Une race 7 montait comme une longue chalne; 

Un roi chantait en bas, en haut mourait un dieu. 40 

Et Booz murmurait avec la voix de Time : 
' Comment se pourrait-il que de moi ceci vlnt ? 
Le chiffire de mes ans a pass^ quatrevingt, 
Et je n'ai pas de fils, et je n'ai plus de femma 

' VoUk longtemps que oelle avec qui j'ai dormi, 45 

Seigneur ! a quitt^ ma couche pour la v6tre, 
Et nous sonunes encor tout m£l^ Tun k Tautre, 
Elle k demi vivante et moi mort k demi. 

' Une race nattrait de moi I Comment le croire ? 
Comment se pourrait-il que j'eusse des enfants ? 50 

Quand on est jeune, on a des matins triomphants, 
Le jour sort de la nuit comme d'une victoire ; 

' Mais, vieux, on tremble ainsi qu'k Thiver le bouleau ; 
Je suis veuf, je suis seul, et sur moi le soir tombe, 
Et je courbe, d mon Dieu ! mon &me vers la tombe, 55 
Comme un boeuf ayant soif penche son front vers I'eau/ 
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Ainsi parlait Booz dans le reve et Textase, 
Toumant vers Dieu ses yeuz par le sommeil noy^ ; 
Le cMre ne sent pas une rose k sa base, 
Et lui ne sentait pas une femme k ses pieds. 60 

Pendant qu'il sommeillait, Ruth, une moabite, 
S'^tait couchte aux pieds de Booz, le sein nu, 
Esp6rant on ne sait quel rayon inconnu, 
Quand viendrait du r^veil la lumidre subite. 

Booz ne savait point qu'une femme 6tait 1^, 65 

Et Ruth ne savait point ce que Dieu voulait d'elle. 
Un frais parfum sortait des touffes d'asphod^ ; 
Les souffles de la nuit flottaient sur Ga^g^ala. 

L'ombre ^tait nuptiale, auguste et solennelle ; 
Les anges y volaient sans doute obscur6ment, 70 

Car on voyut passer dans la nuit, par moment, 
^Quelque chose de bleu qui paraissait une aile. 

La respiration de Booz qui dormait 
Se mdlait au bruit sourd des ruisseaux sur la mousse. 
On 6tBit dans le mois oil la nature est douce, 75 

Les coUines ayant des lys sur leur sommet 

Ruth songeait et Booz dormait; I'herbe 6tait noire; 
Les grelots des troupeaux palpitaient vaguement ; 
Une immense bont^ tombait du firmament; 
C6tait Theure tranquille oil les lions vont boire. 80 

Tout reposait dans Ur et dans J^rimadeth ; 
Les astres ^maillaient le ciel profond et sombre ; 
Le croissant fin et clair parmi ces fleurs de l'ombre 
BriUait k Toccident, et Ruth se demandait, 

Inmiobile, ouvrant Poeil k moiti6 sous ses voiles, 85 

Quel dieu, quel moissonneur de T^temel 6t6 
Avait, en s'en allant, n6gligemment jet6 
Cette £aucille d'or dans le champ des ^toiles. 

[La L^gende dee Siidea. 
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XXXIII 

Cassandbb 
Argoa. La can/r da palokia. 

CAS8ANDRB, SH/T un char, CLTTEMNBSTBE. LB CH<EUR. 

Ls Chobub. Elle est fiUe de roi. — Mais sa yille est en cendre. 

EUe a droit k ce char et n'en veut pas descendre. 

Depms qu'on Ta saisie, elle n'a point parld 

Le marbre de Sjrrta, la neige de Thul^ 

N'ont pas plus de firoideur que cette &pre captive. s 

Elle est k ravenir formidable attentive. 

EUe est pleine d'un dieu redoutable et muet ; 

Le sinistre Apollon d'Ombos, qui remuait 

Dodone avec le souffle et Th^be avec la lyre, 

M6le une clart^ sombre k son mome d^lire. lo 

Elle a la vision des choses qui seront ; 

Un reflet de vengeance est d^jk sur son front ; 

Elle est princesse, elle est pythie, elle est prdtresse, 

Elle est esclava Etrange et lugubre d^tresse ! 

Elle vient sur un char, ^tant fille de roL 15 

Le peuple, qui regarde aller, p&les d'effiroi, 

Les prisomuers pieds nus qu'on chasse k coups de lance, 

Et qui rit de leurs oris, a peur de son silence. 
(Le cha/r s'a/rrSte.) 
Cltte. Femme, k pied 1 Tu n'es pas ici dans ton pays. 
Le Chceub. Aliens, descends du char, c'est la reine, ob^is. ao 
Cltte. Crois-tu que j'ai le temps de t'attendre k la porte ? 

H&te-toi. Car bientdt il faut que le roi sorte. 

Peut-dtre entends-tu mal notre langue d'ici ? 

Si ce que je te dis ne se dit pas ainsi 

Au pays dont tu viens et dont tu te s^pares, 95 

Parle en signes alors, fais comme les barbarea 
Le Chgbur. Si Ton parlait sa langue, on saurait son secret 

On sent en la voyant ce qu'on ^prouverait 

Si Ton venait de prendre une bdte farouche. 
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Cltte. Je ne ltd parle plus. L'horreur ferine sa bouche. 30 
Triste, elle songe k Troie, au ciel jadis serein. 
Elle ne prendra pas Thabitude du frein 
Sans le couvrir longtemps d'une sang^ante 6cume. 

(Clytemnestre sort.) 
Le Chcextr. CMe au destin. Crois-moi. Je suis sans 
amertume. 
Descends du char. Re^ois la chatne k ton talon. 35 

Cassandbb. Dieux ! Grands dieux ! Terre et ciel ! Apollon ! 

Apollon ! 
Apollok Loxias (daThs Vombre). Je suis \k. Tu yivras, afin 
que ton oeil voie 
Le flamboiement d'Argos plein des cendres de Troie. 

[La Ligende des Siides. 

XXXIV 

La Chanson de Joss 

* Si tu veux, faisons un reve. 
Montons sur deux palefrois; 
Tu m'emmdnes, je t'enl^va 
L'oiseau chante dans les bois. 

' Je suis ton mattre^et ta proie ; 5 

' Partons, c'est la fin du jour ; 

Men cheval sera la joie, 
Ton cheval sera Tamour. 

* Nous ferons toucher leurs tStes; 

Les voyages sent ais^. 10 

Nous donnerons k ces b6tes 
Une avoine de baisers. 

' Viens ! nos doux chevaux inensonges 
Frappent du pied tous les deux, 
Le mien au fond de mes songes, 15 

Et le tien au fond des cieux. 
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' Un bagmge est n^cessaire ; 
Nous emporteroDs nos vgbux, 
Nofi bonheurs, notre mis&re, 
Et la fleur de tes ckeveux. ao 

' Viens, le soir brunit les chdnes, 
Le moineau rit; ce moqueur 
Entend le douz bruit des chaines 
Que tu m'as mises au coaur. 

* Ce ne sera point ma £wte 95 
Si les forets et les monts, 

En nous yoyant cdte k cdte, 
Ne murmurent pas : Aimons ! 

* Yiens, sois tendre, je suis ivre. 

O les yerts taillis mouill&9 ! 30 

Ton souffle te fera suiyre 
Des papillons r6yeill^s. 

* L'enyieux oiseau nocturne, 
Triste, ouyrira son oeil rond ; 

Les nymphes, penchant leur ume, 35 

Dans les grottes souriront, 

' Et diront : " Sommes-nous folles ! 
" C'est L^andre ayec H6ro ; 
" En ^coutant leurs paroles 
" Nous laissons tomber notre eau/' 40 

' AUons-nous-en par TAutriche. 
Nous aurons I'aube k nos fronts ; 
Je serai grand, et toi riche, 
Puisque nous nous aimerons. 

< AUons-nous-en par la terre, 45 

Siu: nos deux cheyaux charmants, 
Dans Tazur, dans le mystdre, 
Dans les ^blouissements I 
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' NouB entrerons k Tauberge, 
£t nous pairoDs rhdtelier 50 

De ton flourire de vierge, 
De mon bonjour d'^colier. 

' Tu seras dame, et moi comte ; 
Viens, mon coeur s'^panouit, 
Viens, nous conterons ce conte 55 

Aux ^toiles de la nuit' 

[La Ligende dea Siicles : i^viradnus. 

XXXV 

ECRIT EN ExiL 

L'heureox n'est pas le vrai, le droit n'est pas le nombre; 

Un vaincu toujouTs tiiste, un vainqueur toujours sombre, 

Le sort n'a-t-il done pas d'autre oscillation ? 

Toujours la mdme roue et le mdme Ixion ! 

Qui que yous soyez, Dieu vers qui tout nous ram^e, 5 

Si le fiEkible soufi&ait en vain, si T&me humaine 

N'^tait qu'un grain de cendre aux ouragans jet6, 

Je serais m&^ontent de votre immensity ; 

II faut, dans Tunivers fatal, et pourtant libre, 

Aux Ames T^uitd comme aux cieux T^quilibre ; 10 

J'ai besoin de sentir de la justice au fond 

Du gou&e oil Tombre avec la clart4 se confond ; 

J'ai besoin du m^chant mal k I'aise, et du crime 

Betombant sur le monstre et non sur la victime ; 

Un Gain triomphant importune mes yeux ; 15 

J'ai besoin, quand le mal est puissant et joyeux, 

D'un certain grondement Ik-haut, et de Tentrte 

Du tonnerre au-dessus de la t^te d'Atr6e. 

[La LSgende des SHclea. 

XXXVI 

La Chanson de Fantine 

Nous ach^terons de bien belles choses 
En nous promenant le long des fEiubourgs. 
Les bleuets sent bleus, les roses sent roses, 
Les bleuets sent blcus, j'aime mes amours. 
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La vierge Marie auprte de mon podle 5 

Est venue hier en manteau brod6, 

Et m'a dit: — Yoici, cach^ sous mon voile, 

Le petit qu'un jour tu m'as demand^. — 

Courez k la ville, ayez de la toile, 

Achetez un fil, achetez un d^. 10 

Nous ach&terons de bien belles choses 
En nous promenant le long des faubourgs. 

Bonne sainte Vierge, aupr^ de mon podle 

J'ai mis un berceau de rubans om^ ; 

Dieu me donnerait sa plus belle ^toile, 15 

J'aime mieux Tenfant que tu m'as donn^ 

— Madame, que faire avec cette toile ? 

— Faites un trousseau pour mon nouveau-n& 

Les bleuets sont bleus, les roses sont roses, 

Les bleuets sont bleus, j'aime mes amours. 90 

Lavez cette toile. — Oil ? — ^Dans la riviere. 

Faites-en, sans rien g&ter ni salir, 

Une belle jupe avec sa brassiere. 

Que j6 veux broder et de fleurs emplir. 

— L'enfant n'est plus 1&, madame, qu'en £Biire ? 25 

— Faites-en un drap pour m'ensevelir. 

Nous ach^terons de bien belles choses 

En nous promenant le long des faubourgs. 

Les bleuets sont bleus, les roses sont roses, 

Les bleuets sont bleus, j'aime mes amours. 30 

[Les MiaircMes: Fantina 

XXXVII 

A La Belle Impi^rieusb 



L'amour, panique 
De la raison, 
Se communique 
Par le firisson. 
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Laiflsez-moi dire, 5 

N'accordez rien. 
Si je soupire, 
Ohantez, c'est biea 

Si je demeure 

Triste> k voB pieds, xo 

Et si je pleure, 

C'est bien, riez. 

Un homme semble 

Souvent trompeur. 

Mais si je tremble, 15 

Belle, ayez peur. 

[CJiamsona des Rues et des Bois. 

xxxvra 

1" Janvieb 

Eiiiants, on vous dira plus tard que le grand-p^re 
Vous adorait ; qu'il fit de son mieux snr la terre, 
Qu'il eut fort peu de joie et beaucoup d'envieux, 
Qu'au temps oti vous etiez petits il 6tait vieux, 
Qu'il n'avait pas de mots bourrus ni d'airs moroses, 5 
Et qu'il vous a quitt6s dans la saison des roses ; 
Qu'il est mort, que c'^tait un bonhomme clement ; 
Que dans Thiver fameux du grand bombardement 
n traversait Paris tragique et plein d'6p6es 
Four vous porter des tas de jouets, des poup^es, zo 

Et des pantins faisant mille gestes bouffons ; 
Et vous serez pensifs sous les arbres profonda 

[rAwn^e TerriMe. 

XXXIX 

Choses du Soir 

Le brouillard est froid, la bruy^re est grise; 
Les troupeaux de boBufs vont aux abreuvoirs ; 
La lune, sortant des nuages noirs 
Semble une clartd qui vient par surprise. 
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Je ne sais plus quand, je ne aais plus oil, 5 

Mattre Tvon soufflait daoB Boa biniou. 

Le voyageur marche et la lande est brune ; 

Une ombre est demure, une ombre est devant ; 

Blancheur au couchant, lueur au levant ; 

Ici cr^puflcule, et Ik olair de Itme. 10 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus ou, 
Maitre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

La sorciere assise allonge sa lippe ; 

L'araign^e accroche an toit son iGilet ; 

Le lutin reluit dans le feu follet 15 

Comme un pistil d'or dans une tulipe. 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus 0&, 
Maitre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

On voit sur la mer des chasse-mar^ ; 

Le naufirage guette un mi,t frissonnant ; ao 

Le vent dit : domain ! I'eau dit : maintenant ! 

Les voix qu'on entend sont d^sesp^r^. 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus otK, 
Mattre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

Le coche qui va d'Avranche k Foug^ 35 

Fait claquer son fouet comme im vif ^lair ; 
Voici le moment oil flottent dans Tair 
Tous ces bruits confus que Tombre exag^ra 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus oil, 

Maitre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 30 

Dans les bois profonds brillent les flamb^ ; 
Un vieux cimetidre est sur un sommet ; 
Oil Dieu trouve-t-il tout ce noir qu'il met 
Dans les coBurs bris^ et les nuits tomb^ ? 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus oil, 35 

Maitre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 
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Des flaquea d'argent tremblent sur les sables ; 

L'orfraie est aa bord des talus crayeux ; 

Le p&tre, k travers le vent, suit des yeux 

Le vol monstrueux et vague des diables. 40 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus oil, 
Maltre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

Un panache gris sort des chemin^es ; 

Le bftcheron passe avec son fardeau ; 

On entend, parmi le bruit des cours d'eau, 45 

Des fr^missements de branches traln^. 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus oil, 
Maitre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

La f aim fait rdver les grands loups moroses ; 

La riviere court, le nuage fuit ; 50 

Derri^e la vitre oil la lampe luit, 

Les petits enfiaiits ont des tdtes roses. 

Je ne sais plus quand, je ne sais plus oil, 
Mattre Yvon soufflait dans son biniou. 

[L^Art d'etre Qrcmd-^pire. 

XL 

Chanson d'Ax7trb:fois 

Jamais elle ne raille, 
l^tant un calme esprit ; 
Mais toujours elle rit. — 
Voici des brins de mousse avec des brins de paille ; 

Fauvette des roseaux, 5 

Fais ton nid sur les eaux. 

Quand sur la clart^ douce 
Qui sort de tes beaux yeux, 
On passe, on est joyeux. — 
Voici des brins de paille avec des brins de mousse ; 10 
Martinet de Tazur, 
Fais ton nid dans mon mur. 

L 
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Dans Taube avril se mire, 
£t leB rameaux fleuris 
Sont pleins de petits cm. — 15 

y oici de ton regard, Yoici de txm sourire ; 
Amour, 6 doux Tainqueur, 
Fais ton nid dans mon coeur. 

[Les Qfuxtre VenU de VEaprU, iiL 
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GfiRARD DE NERVAL 

1808-1855 

QiSbabd Labbukib, who adopted the name de Nerval, was the son 
of an army surgeon : it was one of his delusions that his father was 
Napoleon. He was bom in Paris and brought up by an uncle at 
Ermenonville : a desultory education ended at the Lyc^ Charlemagne. 
Before he left school young Gerard was an author, having published, 
under the tide of Napoleon, au la France guerrih'e, some worthless 
patriotic rhapsodies, followed shortly by a bundle of political satires 
which are not much more estimable. His serious work b^g^ with 
a traoalation of Faust (1828) which Goethe admired, and some lyrical 
fragments of which were used by Berlioz for his great work. A 
book of versions from German poets appeared two years later. 

About this time a hopeless passion for an actress, Jenny Colon, 
drove him abroad. He wandered for some years in Italy, Germany, 
and the Levant ; and this obscure period of a driftless life, if not 
immediately f ertQe, seems to contain the secret of his most fortunate 
inspiration. In 1841 he became insane, and it is doubtful whether 
he ever recovered perfectly, though his most productive period dates 
from that year. He wrote much for the press, collaborating with his 
schoolfellow Gautier in dramatic criticism, and r^rodudng scenes 
of Oriental life. Le$ HkimMi, a volume of curious studies on 
Cagliostro and other famous occultists, was published in 1852, and 
in 1854 appeared his finest prose work. Lea FUles du Feu. Early in 
the year 1855, Gerard's body was found hanging to an iron grating 
in a vile alley near the Ch&telet. It is not quite certain whether he 
killed himself . 

^tcr^fo— the story of his madness — and La BckSme Oalanie were 
published after his death : so was his finest poetry. As a poet he 
had given little to the world in his maturity ; and though the inner 
public had always appreciated his subtle and vivacious prose, he did 
not live to eigoy the fame of tiiose enthralling and rhapsodical 
romances Leg FiUe$ du Feu^ the most delightful of which is Sylvie^ 
a masterpiece at once fantastical and idyllic, interspersed with lovely 
fragments of folksong from tiie Valoia. Most of Gerard's poetry is 
third-rate : but his translations from the German give him a special 
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place beeide £mile Deflchamps in the Bomantic moTement, and 
above all the six sonnets called Les ChmireBy with Le» Cydali$a and 
Ven Dorh and Lt ChrUt aux Olive$^ rank him among the entirely 
original and acoompliahed poets of his age. A quite exceptional and 
irrational enchantment lurks in the dark syllables of Les Chtmires, 
Apart from the appreciable beauty of their form — and externally 
they are pellucid as running water — these sonnets glow with the 
prestige of unaccountable associations and of names august, mysterious 
and potent^ successive and distant influences brought together in a 
dream of sound. Gerard de Nerval is not the founder of modem 
Symbolism; but it needed perhaps the recent exploration of the 
incantatoiy virtue which is die sovereignty of words, to reveal the 
significance of this curious and unfortunate poet 

(EvfrnreB Complites: Paris, Calmann L6vy, 1877. M. Bemy de 
Gourmont has written a charming prefatory note for a small separate 
edition of the (^tm^res, published by the SociM du Meremre d€ 
Fra/nee. 

XLI 

Faktaishe 

II est un air pour qui je donuerais 
Tout RoBfidni, tout Mozart et tout Webw ; 
Un air trde-vieuz, languiasant et fun^bre. 
Qui pour moi seul a des charmes seoreta 

Or chaque fois que je viens k Tentendre, 5 

De deux cents ana mon &me rajeunit : 
C'est fiouB Louis treize . . . et je crois voir s'^tendre 
Un coteau vert que le couchant jaunit; 

Puis un ch&teau de brique k coins de pierre, 

Aux vitraux teints de rouge&tres couleurs, 10 

Ceint de grands pares, avec une riviere 

Baignant ses pieds, qui coule entre des fleuis ; 

Puis une dame k sa haute fendtre 
Blonde aux yeux noiis, en ses habits anoiens . . . 
Que, dans une autre existence peut-dtre, 15 

J'ai d6j& yue I — et dont je me souviens ! 
IS8I. 
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XLH 

El Dssdichado 

Je suis le t^n^breuz, — ^le veuf, — rinconsol^, 
Le prince d'Aquitaine k la tour abolie : 
Ma seule 4taiie est morte, — et mon luth constell^ 
Porte le aoleU now de la MiUmicoUe. 

Dans la nuit du tombeau, toi qui m'as console, 5 

Rends-moi le Pausilippe et la mer dltalie« 
IaJUwt qui plaisait tant k mon coeur d^l6 
Et la treiUe oil le pampre k la rose s'allie. 

Suis-je Amour ou Ph^bus ? . . . Lusignan ou Biron ? 
Mon front est rouge encor du baiser de la reine; 10 
J'ai r6v6 dans la grotte o^ nage la syr6ne . . . 

Et j'ai deuz fois vainqueur traverse I'Ach^ron 
Modulant tour k tour sur la lyre d'Orphte 
Les soupirs de la sainte et las oris de la iie. 

[Les Chimirea. 
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fiMILE DESCHAMPS 

179M871 

Born at Bonrges, the son of a public seryant, he spent most of his 
long and uneTentful life as a clerk in the Treasury. His first 
published poem, La Paix Canqutse, dates from 1812, and is quite 
uninteresting : in the next few years he made a certain reputation 
as a writer of agreeable comedies; but it was not until 1828 that 
£mUe Desdiamps took rank as a romantic lyrist with the collection 
called Jltudei Fran^aues et JSltrangirtM. He had belonged to the 
movement from the firsts was one of the founders, in 1823, of La 
Mwe Franfaise, and the Ftef ace to his poems was recognised as the 
most important manifesto in favour of the new ideals, after the 
Preface to CromtoeU, and far more conciliatory and more practical 
than that famous piece of writing. Deschamps never, perhaps, 
justified the promise of the jStudes in so far as original poetry is 
concerned. The by-paths throughout his career attracted him most. 
As a verse translator he did valuable work, collaborating with V igny 
in a paraphrase of Romeo and Juliet (1829), turning Macbeth into a 
French tragedy which is, at any rate, an immense advance upon the 
timid adaptations made heiom him, and rendering a considerable num- 
ber of German lyrics. He wrote also the libretti of several operas 
(collaborating notably with Meyerbeer and with the great Berlioz) ; but 
the attempt to ennoble so poor a trade was above or beneath his 
ingenuity and taste. He excelled in vers de circonetanee, and 
frittered away much of his talent in compliments. The friend and 
almost the rival, for a moment, of the great poets of his generation, 
Deschamps lived to be almost forgotten, in spite of his versatile 
industry, and his alert interest in the development of Flrench poetry 
in the hands of younger writers whom his modesty led him to praise 
somewhat indiscriminately. He spent his last years, appropriately, 
at Versailles. 

As a poet^ Smile Deschamps possesses, in default of more com- 
manding characteristics, an unfailing grace, suppleness, the habit of 
concrete expression and a real facility in riming. Ftouon and mystery 
are almost absent from his sunny verse, but that his sensibility was 
more than skin-deep such a heartrending piece as ' Morte pour leur 
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faire plaisir ' is proof enough. He is yery French ; yet no member 
of the Bomantic group represents more abundantly than he that 
curiosity which looked beyond the frontier for the refreshment of 
French poetry — a real, though overestimated element in determin- 
ing ,the movement. His masterly imitation of the Spanish 
Bmnaneero had a distinct and lasting influence in this direction. 
And it must not be forgotten that he shares with Vigny the distinc- 
tion of having introduced the long lyrical narrative~^>oJme — into 
France. 

£mile Deschamps had a brother, Antony (1800-1869), who was 
also a poet of some note, and is best known for his translation of 
the Divine Conudy, He had indeed, of the two, the stronger 
personality ; but his original work, elegiac and satirical, is clouded 
by the mental disease which afficted his life, and is too often verbose 
and only spasmodically excellent. 

The works of £mile Deschamps have been collected into six 
volumes, with a Preface by Thtophile Qautier. 

XUII 
A QUELQUES FoiSTES 

Quelque chose qui jette en men cceur agit6 
Un saint ^tonnement que rien ne pent dUBtraiie, 
Cest un sonnet de Tasse k CamoSns, son fr^, 
Son rival d'infortune et d'immortalit^ : 

J'y Tois que, sor un ton de oalme dignity 5 

Us parlaient de leur muse, k Faile t6m6raire, 
De triomphes divins, de sceptre litt^raire, 
Comme deux rob, traitant de leur autorit^ 

Pourtant la destinte 6tait loin d'etre bonne 

Au cygne de Ferrare, k Taigle de Lisbonne ; 10 

T0U8 deux se r^pondaient au fond d'un hdpital ! 

Avec Tamour ingrat et la gloire muette 

La faim les a tu^, ces dieux ! — Et maint po^te 

Se [daint, chez Tortoni, que son astre est fatal ! 

[£tvdee JrcmfOMea et Ura/nghrtB. 
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XLIY 

-NiZZA 



Nizza, je puis sans peine 

Dans lee beauts de G6ne, 

Trouver plus douce reine, j 

Mais 
Plus beaux yeux, jamais. 5 



Tu peux trouver sans peine, 
Pli:|s haut seigneur dans Gdne 
Pour te nommer sa reine, 

Mais 
Plus d'amour, jamais. 10 

Tu peux, avec tee charmes, 
Remplir mon coeur d'alarmes, 
Et le noyer de larmes, 

Mais 
Le changer, jamab ! 15 

Je puis, mourant d'alarmes, 
Les yeux brCQ& de larmes 
Maudire un jour tes charmes, 

Mais 
Toublier, jamais I ao 

[£tvde8 frcmfaises et H/rwnghres. 
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CHABLES-AUGUSTIN SAINTE-BEUVE 

1804-1869 

SuNTE-BxnyB won his rank as a great French man of letters by 
criticism — ^that is, by literary and historical portraits, the analysis of 
temperaments and the reconstmction of characters, for which upon 
the whole he cared more deeply than for art : the History of Porb- 
Boyal (1840-1848) and the vast collection of weekly articles — Lundis 
— oontribnted from 1849 onwards to Ze Conttituiumfid and Le 
MonUewTy are the achievements by which he is universally remem- 
bered. But he was also a poet : a little of his verse is exquisite, 
most of it is very interesting, and the diversity of the lyrical revival 
would be most inadequately presented without some example of his 
restless and inquisitive talent 

He was bom of a Heard family at Boulogne, had a classical educsr 
tion and studied for a doctor; but he was already unusually well 
equipped for letters at the age of twenty, when, abandoning medicine, 
he found work on Le Olobe, almost the only liberal paper disposed 
to treat the new poets sympathetically. Through the editor he met 
Victor Hugo, and a strong friendship sprang up between them. A 
vnder, or at least a more systematic reader than any member of the 
cSnaeUj Bainte-Beuve in his early enthusiasm was impressed by the 
necessity of finding ancestors for the new Pleiad, and a superfluous 
anxiety to justify the revival historically was the underlying motive 
of his first book, Tableau de la Peine fran^iee au XVIme, nkle^ 
which appeared in 1828 and helped to resuscitate the older literature 
neglected for two hundred years. It is difficult to appreciate the 
reality of Sainte-Beuve's influence upon Hugo and the rest as a 
scholar, as an expert in points of poetical craftsmanship, as a free- 
tiiinker and a liberal : but undoubtedly he did them and a bewildered 
public an important service by defining and propagating the ideals of 
the first Bomantic generation ; and later he increased the debt as a 
critic of the foibles and exaggerations which clogged the movement, 
once it had grown self-conscious. Meanwhile he emulated the talent 
of his friends. Joseph Delorme^ a book of prose and verse mingled, 
revealed a poet rather accomplished than spontaneous, a careful 
craftsman and a curious psychologist Lee CcneokUyme (1880), mofe 
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frankly, perhaps more vulgarly Bomantic in tone, and Peruki dPAo(U 
(1837) with NaUs et Sonnets complete the publiahed ^ contribution of 
Sainte-Beuve to the poetry of hia times. 

Sainte-Beuve was a man of books and also a man of pleasure. He 
had many friends and was capable of generous actions; but he 
showed himself often jealous and rancorous. His life had no great 
vicissitudes, but was marked by a certain number of sensational 
incidents — a duel with his old master Dubois in 1830; the obscure 
but at any rate discreditable quarrel with Hugo; ruptures and 
reconcilements with this editor and that ; and his political equivocsr 
tions sometimes gave scandal, as when, having rallied after a Re- 
publican youth to the ' party of order * and accepted a professorship 
from the Empire, he was hooted by the Paris students and compelled 
to resign his chair. His reception at the Academy in 1844, when it 
fell to Hugo to welcome him and both behaved (aiter their estrange- 
ment) with remarkable courtesy, was in its day a notable event. 
Sainte-Beuve had charge of the Mazarine Library from 1840 to 1848, 
lectured abroad at Lausanne and Liige, was made Professor of Latin 
Poetry at the Sorbonne and of French Literature at the Normal 
School ; and in 1861 he was nominated to the Senate, but quarrelled 
noisily with the government later on, though, like many writers of 
anti-dynastic sympathies, he frequented the salon of tiie Princess 
Mathilde Bonaparte. 

Sainte-Beuve has well described the poetry of Jouph Ddorme aa 
' des peintures d'analyse sentimentale et des paysages de petite dimen- 
sion.' He knew and often imitated certain English poets — ^Young, 
Crabbe, Southey, Wordsworth — and caught from them a taste for 
homely descriptions, a quiet and pensive manner ; and perhaps they 
fortified his habits of introspection. All his poetry is the poetiy of 
one in whom a sympathetic or even a pathological curiosity aspires 
to replace creative power. It is the poetry also of a profound sceptic, 
though we owe Port-Royal to a phase of deep if rather morbid 
interest in the phenomenon of faith — and to the personal influence 
of Lamennais. 

The poetry of Sainte-Beuve was collected into one volimie in 1840. 

^ A book called Lt Livrt cPAfnour, poenu inspired by Samte-Beave'a 
pMBion for Madame Victor Hugo, was printed for him but never pabliahed. 
A recent biographer has largely excerpted the copy in the National Library. 
See, <m thia anbjecfe, M. G. Miohanfa atady Lt Livrt d^ Amour de Sainte' 
BetiM(Paria: Fontemoing, 1906.) 
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XLV 

Pens]6b d'Autohne 

Jardin da Lazembonrg, novembre. 

Au d6clin de rautonme, il est souvent des jours 

Ou Tann^, on dirait, va se tromper de cours. 

Sous les grands marronniers, sous les platanes jaunes, 

Sous les p&les rideaux des saules et des aunes, 

Si par un levant pur ou par un beau couchant 5 

L'on passe, et qu'on r^arde aux arbres, tout marchant, 

A voir sur un ciel blanc les noirs rdseaux des branches, 

Et les feuilles 2b jour, aux inhales tranches, 

Creuses par le milieu, les deux bords en croissants, 

Figurer au soleil mille bourgeons naissants ; 10 

Dans une vapeur bleue, k voir tons ces troncs d'arbre 

Nager confusiement avec leurs dieux de marbre, 

Et leur cime monter dans un azur si clair ; 

A sentir le vent frais qui parfume encor I'air, 

On oublie k ses pieds la pelouse fl6trie, 15 

Et la branche tomb^e et la feuille qui crie ; 

Trois fois, prds de partir, un charme vous retient, 

Et Ton dit : ' N'est-ce paa le printemps qui revient 

Avant la fin du jour il est encore une heure, 

Oil, p^lerin lass^ qui touche k sa demeure, ao 

Le soleil au penchant se retoume pour voir, 

Malgr6 tant de sueurs regrettant d'etre au soir, 

Et, sous ce long r^ard oil se mdle une larme. 

La nature confose a pris un nouveau charme ; 

Elle h^te un moment, comme dans un adieu ; 25 

Lliorizon k Tentour a rougi tout en feu ; 

La fleur en tressaillant a re$u la roste ; 

Le papillon revole k la rose bais^e, 

Et Toiseau chante au bois en ramage brillant : 

' N'est-ce pas le matin ? n'est-ce pas I'Orient ? ' 90 

Oh I si pour nous aussi, dans cette vie humaine, 
II est au soir une heure, un instant qui ram&ne 
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Les amours du matin et leur volage assor, 

Et la firatche ros^e, et les nuages d'or ; 

Oh I si le coBur, repris aux pensers de jeunesse 35 

(Conmie s'il espSrait, h^las ! qu'elle renaisse), 

S'arrgte, se relive avant de d^faillir, 

Et s'oublie un seul jour k rdver sans vieillir, 

Jouissons, jouissons de la douoe joum^ 

Et ne la troublous pas, cette heure fortunto ; 40 

Car rhiver pour les champs n'est qu'un bien court sommeil ; 

Chaque matin au ciel reparatt le soleil ; 

Mais qui salt si la tombe a son printemps encore, 

Et si la nuit pour nous rallumera Taurore ? 

[JoaqJi Ddorms. 

XLVI 

A David, Statuaire 
(Sur une Statue d'Enfant.) 

L'enfant ayant aper^u 

(A rinsu 
De sa m^re, k peine absente) 
Pendant au premier rameau 

De Tormeau 5 

Une grappe mflrissante ; 

L'enfistnt, k trois ans venu, 

Fort et nu. 
Qui jouait sur la belle herbe, 
N'a pu, sans vite en vouloir, to 

N'a pu voir 
Briller le raisin superbe. 

II a couru ! ses dix doigts 

A la fois, 
Comme autour d'une corbeille, 15 

Tirent la grappe qui rit 

Dans son fruit. 
Buvez, buvez, jeune abeille 1 
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La grappe est un peu trop haut ; 

Done il faut ao 

Que ren&nt hausse sa l^vre. 
Sa Idvre au fruit d6jk prend, 

n s'y pend, 
n y pend comme la chdvre. 

Oh ! eomme il pousse en dehors 95 

Tout son corps, 
Petit ventre de Silloie, 
Reins cambrte, plus fltehissants 

En leur sens 
Que la vigne qu'il ramdne. 30 

A deux mains le grain foul6 

A coul6; 
Douce liqueur ^trangdre ! 
Tel, plus jeune, il embrassait 

Et pressait 35 

La mamelle de sa mdre. 

Age heureuz et sans soupfon ! 

Augazon 
Que vois-je ? un serpent qui glisse, 
Le mdme serpent qu'on dit 40 

Qui mordit, 
Proche d'0rph6e, Eurydice. 

Pauvre enfant ! son pied leT6 

L'a sauv6 ; 
Rien ne Favertit encore. — 45 

Cest la vie avec son dard 

Tdt ou tard ! 
Cest ravenir 1 qu'il Tignore ! 

[PiTuiea d'Aadt. 

XLVII 

Dans ce cabriolet de place j'examine 

Lliomme qui me conduit, qui n'est plus que machine. 
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Hideux, k barbe ^paisse, k longs cheveuz colics : 

Vice et vin et sommeil chargent ses yeuz sottl^. 

Comment rhommopeutrilainsitomber? pensais-ja 5 

— Mais Toi, qui vols si bien le mal k son dehors, 

La crapule pousste k Tabandon du corps, 

Comment tiens-tu ton &me au dedans ? Souvent pleine 

Et charge, es-tu prompt k la mettre en haleine ? 

Le matin, plus soigneux que Fhomme d'it-cdt^, xo 

La laves-tu du songe 6pais ? et d^ofit^, 

Le soir, la laves-tu du jour gros de poussidre ? 

Ne la laisses-tu pas sans bapt^me et pri^re 

S'engourdir et croupir, comme ce conducteur 

Dont rimmonde sourcil ne sent pas sa moiteur 7 15 

[Pennies d'AtyAt. 
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ALFRED DE MUSSET 

1810-1857 

AiiFBSD DB M1T86ST, who was born in TmSy was well descended, of 
an old family long settled in the Venddmois, and had literature in the 
blood. Ck)linMtisetthe^auv^mayormay not have been among his 
anoestors, but Bonsard's CSassandre certainly was, as well as a kinsman 
of Joachim da BeUay ; his father, a civil servant^ was known as the 
biographer and editor of J.-J. Boussean and had written novels and 
books of travel besides ; his old cousin the Marquis de Musset-Gogners, 
and his mother's father and brother, were all people of taste and 
attainments ; — and they were all eighteenth century people, sceptical, 
indulgent and poHte. In Alfred a congenital tendency to hysteria 
showed itself early ; but his childhood was particularly happy, and he 
won many distinctions at the College Henri Quatre, where Uie eldest 
son of the future King of the French was among his friends. His 
greatest friend through life was his elder brother Paul. As he grew 
up, he suffered more severely than most from the occasional h3rpo- 
chondria of immaturity, a common distemper aggravated, among the 
ardent and melancholy French youth of that generation, by the effects 
of a sceptical education and, perhaps, the depression following the 
tragical dose of a brilliant age; and also, in his singular case, by 
precocious debauchery and especially by early symptoms of that 
alcoholism which was to be the great curse of his career. 

While reading ostensibly for the bar and, a little later, pla3dng 
with the study of medicine, young Musset^ inflamed by Ch^er, 
Lamartine, and Byron, had begun to versify. He was not quite 
eighteen when his first verses^ purely imitative, were printed in a 
provincial paper, and he had already been introduced to the c^noo^and 
its master by his schoolfellow Paul Foucher, the brother of Madame 
Victor Huga It was as the Benjamin of the Bomantic family that 
he produced CanUs dPStpagne et cPItalte at the very end of the year 
1829 : but the book, which scandalised old-foshioned readers by its frank 
diction and the insolence of frequent er^mbements as well as by a 
somewhat puerile parade of B3rronic cynicism (for Mardocke is, 
superficially at least, in the manner of Bippo and Don Jwm\ 
shocked the school of Hugo and Sainte-Beuve by a poverty of rime 
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which was partly a deliberate aaaertion of independenoe in questioiui 
of form. On tJie whole, however, this first yolnme, which reflects a 
petulant^ careless, amorons and charming personality, was well 
received. Let Marrani du Feu^ especially, was appreciated sjb that 
sparkling comedy deserved, and Musset was presently invited to 
write for a Paris theatre. He gave it one piece in 1830 ; but La 
NuU Fhiittenne (in pzose) was an utter failure ; and thenceforward 
he abandoned — ^not drama, but — the stage. Two out of three poems 
which filled his next volume were written in dramatic form. The 
longer of them. La Coupe et U$ Lhra^ though unequal, incoherent 
and manifestly unplayable, has fine impassioned outbursts, and the 
allegorical conception which gives it a s<^ of unity — ^the cup of pure 
happiness dashed from the lips of a sensualist by the fatality of 
sensualism — is sincere and profoundly personaL A quoi rSmiU let 
jeunei JUles is an engaging little play woven round a motive which 
M. Rostand's JBamaneequee recalls ; and the spirited, if Ucentious and 
driftlessy story of Namouna haa a conquering suppleness of movement. 
The year 1833 brought into the world the most Romantic of 
Mussef 8 heroes, the sinister and sermonical Jacques BoUa. It saw 
also the first act of an episode in the poet's life over v^ch no doubt 
too much ink has been spilled — ^to little purpose, sinoe after Qeorge 
Sand's calumnious SlU et Lm and Paul de Musset's hasty Lui et EUe^ 
and Mme. Louise Colet's novel on the same theme, and the indiscre- 
tions of a dozen friends and the conjectures of as many biographena, 
and even after the publication of the letters which passed between 
the poet and the author of IndianOy there is much that still defies 
the most morbid and even the most Intimate curiosity in the case. 
It is enough to say that, having won (without anything of a siege) 
that part of Mme. Dudevant's affections which was just then dispos- 
able, Alfred de Musset accompanied her to Italy ; that at Venice he 
qui(My tired out her patience by his eccentricitiee — which included 
drunken bouts — while she enraged him by her strict attention to the 
business of authorship; that he fell dangerously ill and she^ while 
nursing him (whether any deceit was practised upon the sick man or 
no), fell presently in love with his Venetian doctor. They agreed to 
part and Musset, now convalescent^ returned to Paris; but Qeorge 
Sand and the physician followed before many months, and an 
equivocal situation threatening a redintegraiio aimorie^ in which 
I^gello grew gradually aware that he was playing a ridieuloo/i 
personage, was prolonged with alternations of storm and calm until — 
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in May 1835 — ^fchese astoiuBhing lovers had discoTored for the third 
or fourth time a fondamental incongruity of temperament. The 
nnediiying story ends with Mme. Dadevant's retom to her home in 
Beny. 

It wa&, beyond all doubt, that one of Musset's many adventures 
of the heart (not to speak of mere oaprices, which were numberless) 
which left the most enduring and the bitterest impression ; but it is 
no less certain that his genius was not, as has sometimes been hastily 
supposed, ruined by the experience. The next few years were the 
most fruitful in his life. His greatest lyrical effort — the four NnwU 
— his elegy on the Malibran, the famous lines to Lamartine, and 
many others of his best personal poems, the most Attic of his prose 
tales, and several of the immortal prose comedies which as much as 
his poetry must count among the literary glories of that age — all 
this and much of lesser consequence was produced between 1835 
and 1842. 

From this date onwards his production slackened, though it can 
hardly be said that the quality of his infrequent writing deteriorated ; 
and there is little more to tell about his life, which was almost 
divided between a sick-bed and the haunts of deleterious pleasure. 
Of his relations with Bachel, the Princess Bolgiojoso and other 
notable women there is no need to speak. He had oUier friends who 
dung to him. He had moments of natural gaiety, fits of hysterical 
despair and some velleities of religion ; certain public successes partly 
consoled him for the consciousness of a decline. His delicate, 
^Lntastic, tender and witty prose comedies were rescued from oblivion 
by the actress Mme. Allan in 1847 and, one after another, won 
greater popularity than belongs perhaps to any other Romantic 
dramas. He was elected to the Academy in 1852. His death was 
almost unnoticed. 

If the rank of Alfred de Musset among the greater French poets of 
the last century is still uncertain, it is not that his positive merits — of 
which the chief is certainly the gift of tears — are ever seriously 
disputed. He is eminently a poet of disillusion : it was Flaubert who 
said— 'La disillusion estlepropre des faibles.' Transparent spon- 
taneity is his inalienable charm ; and if, in elegy at leasts it is almost 
sufficient to oommunieate personal emotion and principally the dear 
pains of memory, not even Lamartine is his superior as an elegiac poet. 
But every one will not accept the poetic condensed in the famous line — 

Le m^lodrame sat bon ob Margot a pl«ur6. 
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wUeh indeed oontains a denial that the quMtf of emotion matten. 
At an artiet he hae many obvioae disabilitiea. He is not one of those 
who lived (in the worda of Leeonte de Lisle) in constant communion 
with the sensible world: imagery is not the vary ytnff nf hi*f ■*yle. 
Hb vsfBs is agile and various, but wants plenitude, «^mf]Hpwii> ^{j 
coiStfnhi^j lie disdained the element of rime, and his rhythmical 
originality is slmost bonndedJiiy 'overflowing' phrases interposed 
with more boldness than significance. Composition is a quality which 
his longer poems scarcely show. But in story, eputle and light sa&e'' 
Musset is the only representative in his age of a traditional elegance, 
vivacity and Attidsm. He excels in the tone of conversetion, and 
his familiarity with Hathurin B^gnier and La Fontaine and the 
stories of Toltaiie stood him in good stead. But taste^ sensci wit 
were innate in him. After his nonage he openly dissociated himself 
from the eztravaganoee and even from the glorious conquest of 
Romanticism, '^hm was in Musset a classicist^ bom out of due 
,^ time^ even ihou^ no pd^l' among his contemporaries is more pathet^ 
cally subjective. 

- \ 

A complete edition of the works of Alfred de Musset is in course 
of publication (Fuii : Qamier) : the editor is the well - known 
biognpher M. Edmond Bir6. 

XLvm 

Ballade a la Lune 

C'Aiait, dans la nuit bnine, 
Sur le olooher jaani. 

La lune, 
Gomme un point sur un i 

Lune, quel esprit sombre 5 

Promtoe au bout d'un fil, 

Dana Tombre, 
Ta &C6 et ton profil ? 

Es*tu Toeil du del borgne ? 

Quel ch^rubin oa£ard xo 

N0U8 lorgne 
Sous ton masque blaf aid ? 
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N'es-tu rien qu'une boule ? 
Qu'un grand fauoheuz bien gras 

Qui roule 15 

Sans pattes et sans bias ? 

Es-tu, J6 t'en Bou|)9onne, 
Le vieox oadran de f er 

Qui Sonne 
L'heure aux damn^ti d'enfer ? ao 

Sur ton fixmt qui voyage 
Ce soir ont-ils compt6 

Quel&ge 
A leur 6temit^ ? 

Est-ce un ver qui to rouge, 25 

Quand ton disque noiioi 

S'allonge 
En eioissant r^trtei ? 



Tu n'en es que la fiioe, 
Et dijk, tout ndi, 



Ton front diffomMi. 



30 



Qui t'ayait 4boi^te 
L'autrenuit? Tdtais-tu 

Gognte 
A quelque arbre pointu ? 

Car tu vins, p&le et mome, 
Coller sur mes carreauz 

Ta come, 35 

A travers les barreaux. 

y a, lune mmribonde^ 
Le beau oorps de Phosb^ 

La blonde 
Dans la mer est U»nb& 



40 
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Rends-nous U chasseresse 45 

Blanche, au sein viiginal, 

Quipresse 
Quelque oerf matinal ! 

Oh ! sous le vert platane, 

Sous les frais ooudriers, * 50 

Diane, 
Et ses grands l^vriers ! 

Le chevreau noir qui doute, 
Pendu sur un rocher, 

L'^oute, ^ 55 

L'^coute s'approcher. 

Et, suivant leurs cur^, 
Par les vaux, par les bl^, 

Se8pr6eB, 
Ses chiens s'en sont all^ 60 

Oh ! le soir, dans la brise, 
Ph<Bb6, sodur d'ApoUo, 

Surprise 
A Tombre, un pied dans Teau ! 

PhcBb^ qui, la nuit close, 65 

Auz l^vres d'un berger 

Sepose, 
Comme un oiseau l^r. 

Lune, en noire mdmoire, 

De tes belles amours 70 

L'histoire 
Tembellira toujours. 

Et toigours rajeunie, 
Tu seras du passant 

B&iie, 75 

Pleine lune ou croissant. 
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T'aimera le vieux p&tre 
Seul, tandis qu'& ton front 

D'lab&tre 
Ses d<^es aboieront so 

T'aimera le pilote 

Dans son grand bfttiment 

Quiflotte 
Sous le clair firmament, 

Et la fiUette preste 85 

Qui passe le buisson. 

Pied leste 
En chantant sa chanson. 

Comme im ours k la chalne, 

Toujours sous tes yeux bleus 90 

Se tratne 
L'Oc^an montueux. 

Et, qu'il vente ou qu'il neige, 
Moi-mdme, chaque soir, 

Que &is-je, 95 

Venant ici m'asseoir ? 

Je yiens voir k la brune 
Sur le clocher jauni 

Lalune 
Comme un point sur un i. 100 

[Premiirea poiaies. 

ZLIX 

Chanson 

J'ai dit k mon coeur, k mon faible ooeur : 
N'est-ce point assez d'aimer sa mattresse ? 
Et ne yois-tu pas que changer sans cesse, 
Cost perdre en d^sirs le temps du bonheur ? 
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II m'a r^pondtt : Ce n^est point assez s 

Ce n'est point aaaez d'aimer sa mattresse : 
Et ne yoifl-tu pas que changer sans cesse 
Nous rend doux et chers les plaisin passes ? 

J'ai dit k mon ccBur, k men faible ooeur : 
N'est-ce point assez do tant de tristesse ; lo 

Et ne vois-tu pas que changer sans cesse 
C'est k chaqne pas trouver la douleur ? 

II m'a r^pondu : Ce n'est point assez, 

Ce n'est point assez de tant de tristesse; 

Et ne vois-tu pas que changer sans cesse 15 

Nous rend doux et chers les chagrins pass^ ? 

[Premiirea poiaies. 



L 

Chanson 

A Saint-Blaise, k la Zueeca, 
Vous 6tiez, vous ^tiez bien aise 

A Saint-Blaise. 
A Saint-Blaise, k la Zueoca, 

Nous 6tions bien Ik. 

Mais de vous en souvenir 
Prendrez-vous la peine ? 
Mais de vous en souvenir 
Et d'y revenir. 

A Saint-Blaise, k la Zuecca, 
Dans les prte fleuris cueillir la verveine. 
A Saint-Blaise, k la Zuecca 
Vivre et mourir Ik ! 

[Po^aies NowoMes. 
y 611106^ Zfhriar 18S8. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ALFRED DE HUSSET 18$ 

LI 

La Nurr de DicEMBBX 

LX POXTE 

Du temps que j'^tais ^colier, 

Je resUis un soir k veiller 

DaoB notre salle solitaire. 

Devant ma table vint s'aaseoir 

Un pauvre enfant ydtn de noir, 5 

Qui me ressemblait oomme on fr^re. 

Son yisage 6tait triste et beau : 

A la lueur de mon flambeau, 

Dans mon livre ouvert il vint Kre. 

II pencha son front sur ma main, 10 

Et resta jusqu'au lendemain, 

Pensif, avec un douz sourire. 

Comme j'allais avoir quinze ans, 

Je marchais un jour, k pas lents, 

Dans un bois, sur une bruyire. 15 

Au pied d'un arbre vint s'asseoir 

Un jeime bomme vdtu de noir. 

Qui me ressemblait comme un fr^re. 

Je lui demandai mon chemin ; 

II tenait un luth d'une main, ao 

De Tautre, un bouquet d*^Iantine. 

n me fit un salut d'ami, 

Et, se d^toumaut 4 demi. 

Me montra du doigt la colline. 

A r&ge oil Ton cioit k Tamour, 25 

J'^tais seul dans ma ohambre un jour, 

Pleurant ma premiere mistoa 

Au coin de mon feii vint a'asseoir 

Un Stranger vdtu de voir, 

Qui me ressembla comme un fr^re. yt 
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n 6tait mome et soucieux : 

D'une main il montrait les deux, 

Et de Tautre il tenait un glaive. 

De ma peine il semblait souffirir, 

Mais il ne poussa qu'un soupir, 35 

Et s'^anouit comme un rdve. 

A Tftge oil Ton est lib^Un, 

Pour boire un toast en un festin, 

Un jour je soulevai mem verre. 

En {Me de moi vint s'asseoir 40 

Un convive vdtu de noir, 

Qui me ressemblait comme un fr^re. 

II secouait sous son manteau 

Un haillon de pourpie en lambeau. 

Sur sa tdte un mjrrte sterile, 45 

Son bras maigre cherchait le mien, 

Et men verre, en touchant le sien, 

Se brisa dans ma main d^bile. 

Un an apr6s, il itait nuit, 

J'^tais k genoux pr6s du lit 50 

Ot venait de mourir mon p^re. 

Au chevet du lit vint s'asseoir 

Un orphelin vgtu de noir, 

Qui me ressemblait comme un frdre. 

Ses yeux 6taient noy^ de pleurs ; 55 

Comme les anges de douleurs, 

n 6tait couronn^ d'dpine ; 

Son luth 4 terre 6tait gisant, 

Sa pourpre de couleur de sang, 

Et son glaive dans sa poitrine. 60 

Je m'en suis si bien souvenu 

Que je Fai toujours reconnu 

A tons les instants de ma vie. 

Cost une Strange vision ; 

Et cependant, ange ou d^mon, 65 

J'aa vu partout cette ombre amie. 
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Lorsque plus tard, las de soufi&ir. 

Pour renattre ou pour en finir, 

J'ai voulu m'eziler de France ; 

Lorsqu' impatient de marcher 70 

J'ai voulu partir, et chercher 

Les vestigeB d'une esp&rance ; 

A Pise au pied de I'Apennin ; 

A Ciologne, en face du Bhin ; 

A Nice, au penchant des vaU^ ; 75 

A Florence, au fond des palais ; 

A Brigues, dans les vieux chalets; 

Au sein des AJpes d^sol^ ; 

A Gtoes, sous les citronniers ; 

A Vevey, sous les verts ponmiiers; 80 

Au Havre, devant I'Atlantique; 

A Venise, 4 1'affireux Lido, 

Oil vient sur llierbe d'un tombeau 

Mourir la p&le Adriatique; 

Partout ot, sous ces vastes cieux, 85 

J'ai lass^ mon coeur et mes yeux, 

Sa^nant d'une ^temelle plaie; 

Partout oil le boiteux Ennui, 

Tratnant ma fatigue apr^ lui, 

M'a promen^ sur une claie ; 90 

Partout oil, sans cesse alt^r^ 

De la soif d'un monde ignor6 

J'ai suivi Tombre de mes songes ; 

Partout ot, sans avoir v6cu, 

J'ai revu ce que j'avais vu, 95 

La fiace humaine et ses mensonges ; 

Partout oil, le long des chemins, 

J'ai poB^ mon front sur mes mains 

Et sanglot^ comme une femme; 

Partout oil j'ai, comme un mouton xoo 

Qui laiflse sa laine au buisson, 

Senti se dinner mon ftme; 
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Partout oil j'fti youlu donnir, 

Partx>ut oil j'ai youlu mouiir, 

Partoat oil j'ai touchy la terre, 105 

Sur ma route est yenu a'aaaeoir 

Un maUieoreux vdtn de noir, 

Qui me reasemblait comme un fr6ra 

Qui done es-tu, toi que dans cette vie 

Je vois toujours sur mon chemin ? no 

Je ne puis croire, k ta m61ancolie. 

Que tu sois mon mauvais Destin. 
Ton douz souris a trop de patience, 

Tes larmes ont trop de piti^. 
En te voyant, j'aime la Proyidence. ns 

Ta douleur m6me est soeur de ma souffirance ; 

EUe resemble 4 Tamittd 

Qui done es-tu ? — ^Tu n'es pas mon bon ange ; 

Jamais tu ne yiens m'ayortir. 
Tu yois mes mauz (c'est une chose Strange !) lao 

Et tu me regardes souffirir. 
Depuis yingt ans tu marches dans ma yoie, 

Et je ne saurais t'appeler. 
Qui done es-tu, si c'est Dieu qui t'enyoie ? 
Tu me souris sans partager ma joie, 125 

Tu me plains sans me consoler ! 

Ce soir encor je t'ai yu m'apparattre ; 

C'^tait par une triste nuit. 
L*aile des yents battait k ma fendtre; 

J'^tais seul, courb4 sur mon lit 130 

J'y regardais une place ch^e, 

Ti6de encor d'un baiser briilant : 
Et je songeais comme la femme oublie, 
Et je sentais un lambeau de ma yie 

Qui se ddchirait lentement. 135 

Je rassemblais dee lettres de la yeille, 
Des cheyeux, des debris d'amour. 
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Tout ee pass^ me criait k Toreille 

Sgs 4temel8 serments d'un jour. 
Je contemplaiB ces reliques sacrto, 140 

Qui me faisaient trembler la main : 
Larmes du ccBur par le cceur d^yorto, 
£t que les yeuz qui les avaient pleur^ 

Ne reconuaitront plus domain ! 

J'enveloppais dans un morceau do bure 145 

Ces ruines desjours heureux. 
Je me disais qu'ici-bas ce qui dure, 

C'est ime m^he do cheveux. 
Comme im plongeur dans ime mer profonde, 

Je me perdais dans tant d'oubli. 150 

De tons cdt^s j'y retoumais la sonde, 
£t je pleurals seul, loin des yeux du monde, 

Mon pauvre amour enseveli. 

J'allais poser le sceau de cire noire 

Sur ce fragile et cher tr^r. 155 

J'allais le rendre, et, n'y pouvant pas croire, 

En pleurant j'en doutais encor. 
Ah ! f aible femme, orgueilleuse insens^e, 

Malgr6 toi tu t'en souviendras I 
Pourquoi, grand Dieu I mentir 4 sa peiiste ? x6o 

Pourquoi ces pleurs, cette gorge opi^esste, 

Ces sanglots, si tu n'aimais pas ? 

Qui, tu languis, tu souffires et tu pleures; 

Mais ta chim^re est entre noua 
Eh bien, adieu I Vous compterez les heures 165 

Qui me s^pareront de voua 
Partez, partes, et dans ce coBur de glaee 

Emportez I'oigueil satisfait 
Je sens encor le mien jeune et vivace, 
Et bien des maux pourront y trouver place 170 

Sur le mal que vous m'avez &it 
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Partez, partez ! la Nature immortelle 

N'a pas tout youlu vous domier. 
Ah ! pauvre enfant, qui youlez Stre belle, 

Et ne savez pas pardonner ! 175 

Allez, allez, suivez la destinte ; 

Qui vous perd n'a pas tout perdu. 
Jetez au vent notre amour consumte ; — 
£temel Dieu ! toi que j'ai tant aimte, 

Si tu pars, pourquoi m'aimes-tu ? xSo 

Mais tout k coup j'ai vu dans la nuit sombre 

Une forme glisser sans bruit 
Sur mon rideau j'ai vu passer une ombre; 

EUe vient s'asseoir sur mon lit. 
Qui done es-tu, mome et p&le visage, 185 

Sombre portrait v6tu de noir ? 
Que me veuz-tu, triste oiseau de passage ? 
Est-ce un vain rgve ? est-ce ma propre image 

Que j'aper^ois dans ce miroir ? 

Qui done es-tu, spectre de ma jeunesse, 190 

P^lerin que rien n'a lass^ ? 
Dis-moi pourquoi je te trouve sans cesse 

Assis dans Tombre ot j'ai pass^. 
Qui done es-tu, visiteur solitaire, 

Hdte assidu de mes douleurs ? 195 

Qu'as-tu done fait pour me suivre sur terre ? 
Qui done es-tu, qui done es-tu, mon frdre, 

Qui n'apparais qu'au jour des pleurs ? 

La Vision 

— Ami, notre p^re est le tien. 

Je ne suis ni I'ange gardien 

Ni le mauvais destin des hommes. 

Ceux que j'aime, je ne sais pas 

De quel cdt6 s'en vont leurs pas 5 

Sur ce peu de fitnge oii nous sommes. 
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Je ne suis ni dieu ni d6mon, 

Et tu m'as nomm^ par men nom, 

Qutnd tu m'as appel^ ton Mre ; 

Oh tu vas, j'y serai toujours, xo 

Jusques au dernier de tes jours, 

Oil j'irai m'asseoir sur ta pierre. 

Le ciel m'a confix ton coeur. 

Quand tu seras dans la douleur, 

Viens k moi sans inquietude, 15 

Je te suivrai sur le chemin ; 

Mais je ne puis toucher ta main ; 

Ami, je suis la Solitude. 

[Poiaiea NauveUe^. 



LII 

Tbistesse 

J'ai perdu ma force et ma vie, 
Et mes amis et ma gaite^ 
J'ai perdu jusqu'k la fiert^ 
Qui faisait croire k men g^e. 

Quand j'ai connu la V^rit^, 
J'ai cru que c'^tait une amie ; 
Quand je I'ai comprise et sentie, 
J'en etais d6j4 d^ottt^. 

Et pourtant elle est dtemelle, 
Et ceuz qui se sent pass^ d'elle 
Ici-bas ont tout ignord. 

Dieu parle, il faut qu'on lui r^ponde. 
Le seul bien qui me teste ou monde 
Est d'avoir quelquefois pleur^ 



Bniy, 14itt«iil84a 
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uii 

Sub UNI MoRTE 

Elle 6tait belle, si la Nuit 
Qui dort dans la sombre chapelle 
Ott Michel- Ange a fidt son lit. 
Immobile, peut dtre belle. 

EUe 6tait bomie, s'il suffit 5 

Qu'en passant la main s'ouvre et donne, 
Sans que Dieu n*ait rien vu, rien dit. 
Si Tor sans piti^ £Giit ]*aumdne. 

Elle pensait, si le vain bruit 

D'une voix douce et cadenc^, to 

Comme le ruisseau qui g^mit, 

Peut faire croire k la penste. 

Elle priait» si deux beaux yeux, 

Tantdt s'attaohant k la terre, 

Tantdt se levant vers les cieux, 15 

Peuvent s'appeler la pri^re. 

Elle aurait souri, si la fleur 

Qui ne s'est point ^panouie 

Pouvait s'ouvzir k la firatcheur 

Du vent qui passe et qui Toublia 90 

EII9 aurait pleur6, si sa main, 
Sur son oosur fcoidement po8(to, 
Edt jamais dans I'argile humain 
Senti la celeste ros^ 

Elle aurait aim^ si I'oigueil, 95 

Pareil k la lampe inutile 
Qu'on allume prds d'un cercueil, 
N'eftt veill^ sur son ccaur st^rila 
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EUe est morte et n'a point v6cu. 

Elle fsisait semblant do vivre. 30 

De ses mams est tomb4 le livre 

Dans lequel elle n'a rien lu. 

aefo6r0lS4S. 

uv 
Chanson 

Quand on perd, par triste occurrence, 

Son esp^rance 

Et sa gatt^, 
Le remede au m^lancolique, 

Cest la musique 5 

Et la beaute. 

Plus oblige et pent davantage 

Un beau visage 

Qu'un homme arm6, 
Et rien n'est meilleur que d'entendie 10 

Air douz et tendre 

Jadisaim^! 
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THEOPHILE GAUTIER 

1811-1872 

He was a Southerner, bom at Tarbes at the foot of the Pyrenees, 
but brought up partly in Paris, where, at the Lyc^ Charlemagne, 
Gerard de Nerval was his schoolfellow, with others who were to make 
a mark in letters. Poetry was not young Gautier's first ambition : 
for two years he worked in a studio, but discovered in time that his 
talent for painting was secondary. He showed some verses to Petms 
Borel, who praised them and introduced him to the author of Ltt 
Orienialet. A little later came the battle of Henuini, in which the 
green silk and crimson velvet of Th^phile Gautier, the most ardent 
of volunteers, did legendary service as emblems of revolt. His first 
book of poetry followed in the same year, at the moment of the July 
Revolution. AlberUu^ * l^nde th^logique ' (1833), attracted more 
attention by its Qothic gruesomeness and agile irony. About Uie 
same time he rallied in prose, with abundance of good humour, the 
foibles of a merely snobbish and shallow Romanticism: the book 
was called Lea Jeune-Franee^ after a sect or confraternity to which he 
had himself adhered, with the wilder fledglings of that enthusiastic 
time. His next work was the audaciously conceived and brilliantly 
executed novel, Mademoiselle de Maupin which, with its petulant 
preface, caused some scandal on its appearance in 1835. Another 
romance, ForHmio, dates from 1838 ; and to the same year belongs 
La ComSdde de la Mart^ a work which marks the culmination of his 
first poetical period. From this time onward, much of Gautier's time 
and energy was absorbed by travel and journalism. Trcu loi Monies 
(1839), as well as the poetry called Espana, came of his wanderings 
across the Pyrenees; other delightful volumes of prose registered, 
between 1845 and 1870, his impressions of Turkey, Italy, Russia, 
Germany. At the same time he contributed all sorts of imaginative 
articles to reviews and newspapers, passed several yearly Salons in 
review, and from 1845 onward his dramatic criticism enlivened Le 
Moniteur and Le Journal Offleiel, His most ephemeral work was 
always indefatigable, inventive, curious, often iUuminating and never 
dull. And all the time he was producing durable art. In several 
romances, of which Le Roman de la Mamie (1866) is the best known, 
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he riTalled Mdrim^e and anticipated Flaubert by using a considerable 
archaeology as the handmaid of imagination. His last book of 
poetry, £mavx tt Camies^ in which the old Romantic exuberance of 
colour, restleasness and extravagance of posture are replaced by a 
delicate irony, the exactitude of a miniaturist, and a wonderful 
ingenuity in varying the effects of a single measure, was published 
in 1852. With JetkUura (1857) and the fine picaresque romance 
Le Capitaine Fracasse (1863), the tale of his notable writings is 
completa His dramatic compositions, comedies, caprices, and ballets 
are inferior; Le Pierrot Poathume (1845) is perhaps the most dis- 
tinguished of them. 

Gautier cared nothing for politics ; he had] a family to keep ; and 
it seems unjust to reproach him with servility towards the govern- 
ment of December. He could never be seduced, at any rate, from 
his allegiance to his master Hugo. The Princess Mathilde, a friend 
to so many writers and artists whom nobody could call 'official,' 
made him her librarian : the fall of the Empire ruined him. He set 
to work courageously to retrieve his fortunes after the Commune, 
but overwork and disappointment had worn him out. He died in 
1872, mourned by a host of friends. 

Through an unusual acuity of some faculties and an unusual 
obtuseness of others, Qautier is the poet of his time who concerned 
himself most exclusively with appearances. His sphere is the visible, 
which he renders with equal opulence and precision. He is certainly 
not a realist ; between the object and the representation, not thought 
nor passion, but the aesthetic emotion always intervened. His crea- 
tions are as real as a picture; and indeed the much-misused com- 
pound, 'word-painting,' might have been invented for Qautier. He 
saw life as a work of art, sumptuously framed : his philosophy (if the 
word is not quite absurd in this application) might be summed up 
best in the virti^ of the Italian Renaissance. He defined himself 
' un homme pour qui le monde ext^rieur existe.' Another dictum, 
less well-known, ought to be quoted beside this : ' Je mange tons les 
jours un bifteck bien saignant.' It was in part his robust good 
sense which foresaw so early the eventual bankruptcy of Romanticism 
pure and simple ; in part also an ineradicable respect for the classical 
virtues — order, measure, clearness, serenity. In a sense £manx 
et CamSes bridge the gulf between Lee Orientales and Pohnet 
AwUqyee. 

Ghtutier worshipped his art and its instniment. With his devotion 

N 
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to the oonciete, lie is one of thoee who did meet to renew the laa- 
gUAge ; if his rhythmical Bense was not etrikiiigly original, his yene 
ifl nearly always irreproachable in form. Like all excellent eraftsmen, 
he loved obstadea for their own aake, and no poet piuvned perfection 
with more seTerity. It was these qualities which gave him so great 
an inflnenoe OTer his younger contemporaries and provoked Baude- 
laire's famous dedication, 'an po^te impeccable, an parfaitmagiden-^ 
lettres franfaises,' 

Most of Th^phile Qantier's poetry has been published in several 
editions. It fills three volumes of Lemerre's FeUie BibUoihique 



LV 

Choc db Cavalisbs 

Hier il m'a 8embl6 (sans doute j'^tais ivre) 
Voir sur Tarche d'un pent un choc de cavaliers 
Tout cuirasste de far, tout imbriquds de cuivre, 
Et capara90im6s de hamais singuliers. 

Des dragons accroupis grommelaient sur leurs casques, 5 
Des Mdduaes d'airain ouvraient leurs yeux hagards 
Dans leurs grands boucliers aux omements CEuitasques, 
Et des nceuds de serpents ^caillaient leurs brassards. 

Par moments, du rebord de Tarcade g^ante, 

Un cavalier bless^ perdant son point d'appui, 10 

Tin cheval effar6 tombait dans I'eau b^ante, 

Gueule de crocodile entr'ouverte sous lui. 

C'^tait vous, mes d^sirs, c'^tait vous, mes pens^es. 

Qui cherchiez k forcer le passage du pont, 

Et vos corps tout meurtris sous leurs armes £Ekuss6es 15 

Dorment ensevelis dans le goufie profond. 

[PoisieB Diveraea. 
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LVI 

Babcabolle 

* Dites, la jeune belle ! 
Oil voulez-vous aller ? 
La voile ouvre son aile, 
La brise va 8ou£9er ! 

' L'aviron est d'ivoire, 5 

Le pavilion de moire, 

Le gouvernail d'or fin ; 

J'ai pour lest une orange, 

Pour voile une aile d'ange. 

Pour mousse un s^raphin. 10 

' Dites, la jeune belle ! 
Od voulez-vous aller ? 
La voile ouvre son aile, 
La brise va souffler ! 

' Est-ce dans la Baltique, 15 

Sur la mer Pacifique, 

Dans llle de Java ? 

Ou bien dans la Norv^ge, 

Cueillir la fleur de neige, 

Ou la fleur d' Angsoka ? 20 

' Dites, la jeune belle ! 
Oil voulez-vous aller ? 
La voile ouvre son aile, 
La brise va souffler ! ' 

— ' Menez-moi,' dit la belle, 25 

'A la rive fiddle 

Oil Ton aime toujours.' 

— ' Cette rive, ma chdre. 

On ne la connatt gu^re 

Au pays des amours/ 30 

[PoMea Diveraea. 
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LYU 

Don Juan 

Heureux adolescents dont le coeur s'ouvre k peine 
Comme une violette k la premiere haleine 

Du printemps qui sourit, 
Ames couleur de liat, frais buissons d'aub^pine 
Oil, sous le pur rayon, dans la pluie argentine 5 

Tout gazouille et fleurit; 

vous tons qui sortez des bras de votre m^re 
Sans connattre la vie et la science am6re, 

Et qui voulez savoir, 
Pontes et rdveurs ! plus d'une fois sans doute, 10 

Aux lisi&res des bois, en suivant votre route 

Dans la rougeur du soir, 

A llieure enchanteresse od sur le bout des branches 
On yoit se becqueter les tourterelles blanches 

Et les bouvreuils au nid, 15 

Quand la nature lasse en s'endormant soupire, 
Et que la feuille au vent vibre comme une lyre 

Aprte le chant fini ; 

Quand le calme et Toubli viennent k toutes choses, 

Et que le sylphe rentre au pavilion des roses 90 

Sous les parfiims pli^ ; 
imuB de tout cela, plein d'ardeurs inquidtes, 
Vous avez souhait^ ma liste et mes conquStes 1 

Yous m'avez envi6 

Les festins, les baisers sur les ^paules nues, 25 

Toutes ces volupt^ k votre &ge inconnues, 

Aimable et cher tourment ! 
Zerline, Elvire, Anna, mes Romaines jalouses, 
Mes beaux lis d' Albion, mes braves Andalouses, 

Tout mon troupeau charmant 30 
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Et vous yous dtes dit par la voix de vos fiines ; 

' Comment faisais-tu done pour avoir plus de femmeB 

Que n'en a le sultan ? 
Comment faisais-tu done, malgr^ yerrous et grilles, 
Pour te glisser au lit des belles jeunes filles, 35 

Heureux, heureux Don Juan ! 

' Conqu^rant oublieux, une seule de celles 

Que tu n'inscrivais pas, une entre tes moins belles, 

Ta plus modeste fleur, 
Oh ! combien et longtemps nous I'eussions adorte, 40 
EUe aurait embelli, dans une ume doi6e, 

L'autel de notre cceur. 

Elle aurait parfiim^, cette humble violette, 
Dont sous I'herbe ton pied a &it ployer la tSte, 

Notre p&le printemps ; 45 

Nous Taurions recueiUie, et de nos pleurs trempte, 
Cette 6toile aux yeux bleus, dans le bal tehapp6e 

A tes doigts inconstants. 

' Adorables frissons de Tamoureuse fiftvre,, 

Ramiers qui descendez du ciel sur une l^vre, 50 

Baisers ftcres et doux, 
Chutes du dernier yoile, et vous, cascades blondes, 
Cheveux d'or inondant un dos brun de vos ondes, 

Quand tous connaitrons-nous ? ' 

Enfants, je les connais tous, ces plaisirs qu'on rfive. 55 
Autour du tronc &tal I'antique serpent d'^ve 

Ne s'est pas mieux tordu ; 
Aux yeux mortels, jamais dragon k t^te d'homme 
N'a d'un plus vif tolat fait reluire la pomme 

De I'arbre d^fendu. 60 

Souvent, comme des nids de fauvettes farouches, 
Tout prSts k s'envoler, j'ai surpris sur des bouches 

Des nids d'aveux tremblants ; 
J'ai serr6 dans mes bras de ravissants fantdmes, 
Bien des vierges en fleur m'ont vers^ les purs baumes 65 

De leurs calices blancs. 



Digitized by 



Google 



198 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

Pour en avoir le mot, courtisanes ros^, 
J'ai pieflfld, sous le £Eurd, vos Idvres plus us^ 

Que le gr^ des chemins. 
!^out8 impura oiL vont tous les ruiaseaux du monde, 70 
J'ai plough sous vos flots; et toi, d^bauche immonde, 

J'ai vu tes lendemains. 

J'ai vu les plus purs fronts rouler aprds I'oigie, 
Parmi les flots de vin, sur la nappe rougie, 

J'ai vu les fins de bal 75 

Et la sueur des bras, et la pideur des tdtes 
Plus momes que la Mort sous leurs boucles d^fiaites 

Au soleil matinaL 

Comme un mineur qui suit une veine inf^conde, 

J'ai fouill^ nuit et jour Texistence profonde 80 

Sans trouver le filon ; 
J'ai demands la vie it I'amour qui la donne, 
Mais vainement ; je n'ai jamais aim6 personne 

Ayant au monde un nom. 

J'ai hrti6 plus d'un ooeur dont j'ai foul6 la cendre, 85 
Mais je restai toujours, comme la salamandre, 

Froid au milieu du feu. 
J'avais un id^al frais comme la ros^, 
Une vision d'or, une opale iris6e 

Par le regard de Dieu ; 90 

Femme comme jamais sculpteur n'en a p^trie, 
Type r^unissant Cltop&tre et Marie, 

GrfU^e, pudeur, beauts ; 
Une rose mystique, oh. nul ver ne se cache ; 
Les ardours du volcan et la neige sans tache 95 

De la virginite ! 

Au carrefour douteux, T grec de Pythagore, 
J'ai pris la branche gauche, et je chemine encore 

Sans arriver jamais. 
Trompeuse Volupt6, c'est toi que j'ai suivie ! 100 

Et peut-dtre, 6 Vertu ! T^nigme de la vie, 

Cost toi qui le savais. 
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Que n'ai-je, comme Faust, dans ma cellule sombre, 
Contempl^ sur le mur la tremblante p^nombre 

Du microcosme d'or ! 105 

Que n'ai-je, feuilletant cabales et grimoires, 
Auprte de mon foumeau, pass6 les heures noires 

A chercher le tr^or ! 

J'avais la tdte forte, et j'aurais lu ton livre 

Et bu ton vin amer, Science, sans ^tre ivre no 

Comme un jeune 6colier ! 
J'aurais contraint Isis k relever son voile, 
Et du plus haut des cieux fait descendre T^toile 

Dans mon noir atelier. 

N'^coutez pas I'Amour, car c'est un mauvais mattre; 1x5 
Aimer, c'est ignorer, et yivre, c'est connattre. 

Apprenez, apprenez ; 
Jetez et rejetez k toute heure la sonde, 
Et plongez plus avant sous cette mer profonde 

Que n'ont fait nos aSn^ xso 

Laissez Leviathan souffler par ses narines, 
Laissez le poids des mors au fond de vos poitrines 

Pressor votre poumon. 
Fouillez les noirs 6cueils qu'on n'a pu reconnattre, 
Et dans son coffire d'or vous trouverez peut-dtre 12$ 

L'anneau de Salomon ! 

[La ComAJUe de la Mort, viL 



LVIII 
BiBEIRA 

II est des cceurs 6pris du triste amour du laid. 
Tu fus un de ceux-l&, peintre k la rude brosse 
Que Naple a salu6 du nom d'Espagnolet. 

Rien ne put amollir ton &pret6 fSroce^ 

Et le splendide azur du ciel italien 

N'a laiss6 nul reflet dans ta peinture atroce. 
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Chez toi, Ton yoit toujours le noir Valencien, 
Paysan haaardeuz, mendiant ^uiyoque. 
More que le bapteme k peine k fait chr^tien. 

Comme un autre le beau, tu cherches ce qui cheque : xo 
Les martyrs, les bourreaux, les gitanos, les gueux 
I^talant un ulcere k cdt6 d'une loque ; 

Les vieux au chef branlant, au cuir jaune et rugueux, 

Versant sur quelque Bible un flot de barbe grise, 

YoUk ce qui convient k ton pinceau fougueux. 15 

Tu ne d^aignes rien de ce que Ton m^prise ; 
Nul haillon, Ribeira, par toi n'est rebuts : 
Le vrai, toi\jours le vrai, c'est ta seule deyise ! 

Et tu sais revStir d'une Strange beauts 

Ces trois monstres abjects, effiroi de Tart antique, ao 

La Douleur, la Mis^re et la Caducity. 

Pour toi pas d'Apollon, pas de V^nus pudique; 
Tu n'admets pas un seul de ces beaux r6ves blancs 
Taill^s dans le pares ou dans le pent^lique. 

II te faut des sujets sombres et violents 35 

Od range des douleurs vide ses noirs calicos, 
Oil la hache s'^mousse aux billots ruisselants. 

Tu sembles enivr^ par le vin des supplices, 

Comme un C^sar remain dans sa pourpre insult^, 

Ou comme un victimaire apr^s vingt sacrifices. 30 

Avec quelle furie et quelle volupt^, 

Tu retoumes la peau du martyr qu'on 6corche, 

Pour nous en faire voir I'envers ensanglant^ ! 

Aux pieds des patients comme tu mets la torche ! 

Dans le flanc de Caton comme tu fais crier 55 

La plaie, affreuse bouche ouverte comme un porche ! 

D'ou te vient, Ribeira, cet instinct meurtrier ? 
Quelle dent t'a mordu, qui te donne la rage. 
Four tordre ainsi Tesp^ humaine et la broyer ? 
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Que t'a done fait le monde, et, dans tout ce carnage, 40 
Quel ennemi secret de tes coups poursuis-tu ? 
Pour tant de sang vers^ quel ^tait done Toutrage ? 

Ce martyr, c'est le corps d'un rival abattu; 

Et ce n'est pas toujours au cceur de Prom^th^ 

Que fouille Taigle fauve avec son bee pointu. 45 

De quelle ambition du ciel pr6cipit^, 

De quel espoir train^ par des coursiers sans frein, 

Ton &me de demon ^tait-elle agit^ ? 

Qu'avais-tu done perdu pour gtre si chagrin ? 

De quels amours toum^s se composaient tes haines 50 

Et qui jalousais-tu, toi, peintre souyerain ? 

Les plus grands coeurs, h^as ! ont les plus grandes peines ; 
Dans la coupe profonde il tient plus de douleurs ; 
Le ciel se venge ainsi sur des gloires humaines. 

Un jour, las de Thorrible et des noires couleurs, 55 

Tu voulus peindre aussi des corps blancs comme neige, 
Des anges souriants, des oiseaux et des fieurs, 

Des nymphes dans les bois que le satjre assi^ge, 

Des amours endormis sur un sein frSmissant, 

Et tons ces frais motifs chers au moelleux Corr^ge ; 60 

Mais tu ne sus trouver que du rouge de sang, 
Et quand du haut des cieux, apportant Taur^ole, 
Sur le front de tes saints Tange de Dieu descend, 

En d^toumant les yeux, il la pose et s'envole ! 

[Espafla. 
Madrid, 1844. 

LIX 

La M^lodie et l'Aooohpaonement 

La beauts, dans la femme, est une m^lodie 
Dont la toilette n'est que I'accompagnement. 
Vous avez la beaut4.-^ur ce motif charmant, 
A chercher des accords votre goftt s'^tudie : 
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Tantdt c'eBt un corsage k la coupe bardie 5 

Qui s'applique au contour, comme un baiser d'amant; 
Tantdt une dentelle au feston ^umant 
Une fieur, un bijou qu'un reflet incendie. 

La gaze et le satin ont des soirs triompbants ; 
D'autres fois une robe, avec deux plis de moire, 10 

Aux 6paules vous met deux ailes de victoire. 

Mais de tous ces atours, ajust^ ou bouffiEmts, 

Orchestre accompagnant votre gr&ce supreme, 

Le coeur, comme d'un air, ne retient que le tb^me ! ' 

[Po&iea NovA^eUea. 
23 (jwnl 1869. 

LX 

Variations sue lb Cabnaval de Venisk 

i 

Dcmala Rue 

II est un vieil air populaire 
Par tous les violons racl6, 
Aux abois des cbiens en colore 
Par tous les orgues nasill6. 

Les tabatiferes k musique 5 

L'ont sur leur repertoire inscrit ; 
Pour les serins il est classique, 
Et ma grand'm^re, enfant, I'apprit. 

Sur cet air, pistons, clarinettes, 

Dans les bals aux poudreux berceaux, 10 

Font sauter commis et grisettes, 

Et de leurs nids fuir les oiseaux. 

La guinguette, sous la tonnelle 

De boublon et de cb^vrefeuil, 

F£te, en braillant la ritoumelle, 15 

Le gai dimancbe et TargenteuiL 
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L'ayeugle au basson qui pleurniohe, 

L'^oorohe en se trompant de doigts ; 

La s^bile auz dents, son caniche 

Prte de lui le grogne k mi-Toix. ao 

Et les petites guitaristes, 
Ma^;res sous leurs minces tartans, 
Le glapissent de leurs voix tristes 
Aux tables des caf6s chantants. 

Paganini, le fantastique, 95 

Un soir, comme avec un crochet, 
A ramass^ le thfeme antique 
Du bout de son divin archet. 



u 

Swrlee Lagunea 

Tra la, tra K 1a> K 1a l^ire ! 

Qui ne connait pas ce motif ? 30 

A nos mamans il a su plaire, 

Tendre et gai, moqueur et plaintif : 

L'air du Camaval de Yenise 

Sur les oanaux jadis chants, 

Et qu'un soupir de folle brise 35 

Dans le ballet a transports ! 

n me semble, quand ou le joue 

Voir glisser dans son bleu siUon 

Une gondole ayec sa proue 

Faite en manche de violon. 40 

Sur une gamme chromatique, 

Le sein de perles roisselant, 

La YinuB de TAdriatique 

Sort de I'eau son corps rose et blanc. 
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LeB ddmes, sur Tazur des ondes 45 

Suivant la phrase au pur contour, 
S'enflent comme des gorges rondes 
Que souldve un soupir d amour. 

L'esquif aborde et me depose, 

Jetant son amarre au pilier, 50 

Deyant une fa9ade rose, 

Sur le marbre d'un escalier. 

Ayec ses palais, ses gondoles, 

Ses mascarades sur la mer, 

Ses doux chagrins, ses ga!t^ foUes, 55 

Tout Yenise vit dans cet air. 

Une frgle corde qui vibre 

Refait sur un pizzicato, 

Comme autrefois joyeuse et libre, 

La yille de Canaletto ! 60 

iii 

(h/rna/val 

Yenise pour le bal sliabille. 
De paillettes tout 6toil^, 
Scintille, fourmille et babille 
Le camaval bariold 

Arlequin, nfegre par son masque, 65 

Serpent par ses mille couleurs, 
Rosse d'une note fantasque 
Cassandre son souffire-douleurs. 

Battant de Taile avec sa manche 

Comme un pingouin sur un ^cueil, 70 

Le blanc Pierrot, par une blanche. 

Passe la tSte et cligne I'oeil. 

Le Docteur bolonais rab&ohe 
Avec la basse aux sous tratn^s ; 
Polichinelle, qui se £SU)he, 75 

Se trouve une croche pour nez. 
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Heurtant Trivelm cfui se mouche 

Avec un trille extravagant, 

A Colombine Scaramouche 

Rend son ^yentail ou son gant. 80 

Sur une cadence se glisse 
Un domino ne laissant voir 
Qu'iin malin regard en coulisse 
Aux paupi^res de satin noir. 

Ah I fine barbe de dentelle 85 

Que fait voler un souffle pur, 
Cet arp^ge m'a dit : C'est elle ! 
Malgr^ tes r^seaux, j'en suis bUt, 

Et j'ai reconnu, rose et fraiche, 

Sous Taffi-eux profil de carton, 90 

Sa l^vre au fin duvet de pfiche, 

Et la mouche de son menton. 

iv 

Clair de Lvme sentimental 

A travers la folle ris6e 

Que Saint-Marc renvoie au lido, 

Une gamme monte en fus6e, 95 

Comme au clair de lune un jet d'eau . . 

A Fair qui jase d'un ton bouffe 

Et secoue au vent ses grelots, 

Un regret, ramier qu'on ^touffe, 

Par instant m6le ses sanglots. 100 

Au loin, dans la brume sonore 
Comme un r6ve presque efface, 
J'ai revu, pfiJe et tnste encore, 
Mon vieil amour de Tan pass^ 

Mon ftme en pleurs s'est souvenu 105 

De Tavril, oh, guettant au bois 

La violette k sa venue, 

Sous rherbe nous mglions nos doigts . . . 
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Cette note de ohantaralle. 

Vibrant oomme Thannonica, no 

Cest la voix enfantine et grtle» 

Fltehe d'argent qui me piqua 

Le son en est si faux, si tendre, 

Si moqueur, si doux si cruel, 

Si froid, si brCdant, qu'Jk I'entendre 115 

On ressent un plaisir mortel, 

Et que mon coeur, conune la yoiite 

Dont Teau pleure dans un bassin, 

Laisse tomber goutte par goutte 

Ses larmes rouges dans son sein. lao 

Jovial et m^lancolique, 
Ah I vieux thdme du camaval, 
Oil le rire aux larmes r^plique, 
Que ton charme m'a fait de mal ! 

[JSmaux et Camiea, 



Digitized by 



Google 



AUGUSTE BARBIER 207 



AUGUSTE BARBIER 

1805-1882 

Hb was by birth a IWisian, the son of a lawyer, and was bred for 
the law. But the Romantic fever laid hold on him, and he had 
began to rime and to freqnent the society of poets before the 
Bourbons were overthrown in 1830. In that crisis he saw with 
disgust the indecent adulation of the victorious people by men who, 
having ithriven under the Restoration, were now anxious not only to 
keep their own, but to share the pltmder of fallen power. La Cv/rde^ 
first printed in La Eevue de Paris in 1830, expressed with a vigour 
which has no parallel between D'Aubign^'s Ihn^iie^^ues and Hugo's 
ChdHmerUiy and in the form consecrated by Andr^ Ch^er, the 
indignant contempt of a patriot gifted with the historical imagination. 
It is, with La PopulariU and an anti-Napoleonic satire, L'ldohy the 
poem which keeps the name of Barbier illustrious : but it is easier 
to explain than to excuse the injustice by which his subsequent work 
has been generally ignored. Travel in Italy, where his friend 
Brizeux accompanied him, and sincere communion with the^ artists 
and poets of Italy, inspired the chaste and delicate poetiy assembled 
under the title It Pianto : he saw England, observed the peculiar 
inequalities of English society and condemned them in the poignant 
but desultory and perhaps jaundiced poem Laaare, In all his poetry 
a classical sense of the gravity of words, and a passion that finds its 
own rhythms, strike every attentive roBuler. Barbier wrote, besides 
poems, some not very distinguished novels and tales ; he translated 
from Uie English JvliuB Caesar and The Antient Mariner ; and with 
L. de Wailly he supplied the libretto of Berlioz's fine opera Bewoenuto 
Cellini. The latter part of his life was almost unproductive. 

The principal poetry of Auguste Barbier is to be found in one 
volume (Lemerre). A volume of PoAiee Posthumee was published in 
1884. lamhee appeared in 1831; II Pianto, Laaare in 1833; 
ChaaUs eivUs ei religieux in 1841 ; Bimes MnAqwe in 1843 ; Silvee 
in 1864; Satires m 1865. 
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LXI 
PROLOGUE 

On dira qu'& plaisir je m'allume la joue; 

Que mon vers aime k vivre et ramper dans la boue ; 

Qu'imitant Diogdne au cynique manteau, 

Devant tout monument je roule mon tonneau ; 

Que j'insulte aux grands noms, et que ma jeime plume 5 

Sur le peuple et les rois frappe avec amertume : 

Que me font, aprte tout, les yulgaires abois 

De tous les charlatans qui donnent de la voix, 

Lea marchands de pathos et les fa^iseurs d'emphase, 

Et tous les baladins qui dansent sur la phrase ? xo 

Si mon vers est trop cru, si sa bouche est sans frein, 

Cost qu'il Sonne aujourd'hui dans un si^le d'airain. 

Le cynisme des moeurs doit salir la parole, 

Et la haine du mal enfante Thyperbola 

Or done, je puis braver le regard pudibond : 15 

Mon vers rude et grossier est honnSte homme au fond. 

[Les lamhea. 

Lzn 
La Curiae 



Oh ! lorsqu'un lourd soleil chauffait les grandes dalles 

Des ponts et de nos quais deserts. 
Que les cloches hurlaient, que la grSle des balles 

Sifflaient et pleuvaient par les airs ; 
Que dans Paris entier, comme la mer qui monte, 5 

Le peuple soulev6 grondait, 
Et qu'au lugubre accent des vieux canons de fonte 

La MarseiUaise r^pondait, 
Certes on ne voyait pas, comme au jour oti nous sommes, 

Tant d'uniformes k la fois ; k 

C^tait sous des haillons que battaient les coeurs d*hommes ; 

C^tait alors de sales doigts 
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Qui chargeaient les mousquets et renvoyaient la foudre ; 

C'6tait la bouche aux vils jurons 
Qui mftchait la cartouche, et qui, uoire de poudre, is 

Criait aux citoyens : Mourons ! 



u 

Quant k tous ces beaux fils aux tricolores flammes, 

Au beau linge, au frac ^l^gant, 
Ces hommes en corset, ces visages de femmes, 

H^ros du boulevard de Oand, ao 

Que faisaient-ils, tandis qu'4 travers la mitraille, 

£t sous le sabre detest^, 
La grande populace et la sainte canaUle 

Se ruaient k Timmortalit^ ? 
Tandis que tout Paris se jonchait de merveilles, 35 

Ces messieurs tremblaient dans leur peau. 
Piles, suant la peur, et la main aux oreilles, 

Accroupis derri^re im rideau. 



m 

C'est que la Libert^ n'est pas une comtesse 

Du noble faubourg Saint-Germain, 30 

Une femme qu'un cri fait tomber en faiblesse. 

Qui met du blanc et du carmin : 
C'est une forte femme aux puissantes mamelles, 

A la voix rauque, aux durs i^pas. 
Qui, du bnm sur la peau, du feu dans les prunelles, 35 

Agile et marchant k grands pas, 
Se plait aux oris du peuple, aux sanglantes mSl^es, 

Aux longs roulements des tambours, 
A I'odeur de la poudre, aux lointaines vol^ 

Des cloches et des canons sourds ; 40 

Qui ne prend ses amours que dans la populace, 

Qui ne prdte son large flanc 
Qu'4 des gens forts conmie elle, et qui veut qu'on Tembrasse 
Avec des bras rouges de sang. 

o 
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C'est la vierge fougueuse, enfant de la Bastille, 45 

Qui jadis, lorsqu'elle apparut 
Avec son air hardi, ses alluies de fille, 

Cinq ans mit tout le peuple en rut ; 
Qui, i^us tard, entonnant une mareke guerri^re, 

Lasse de ses premiers amants, ^ 

Jeta ]k son bonnet, et devint vivanditee 

D'un capitaine de vingt ans : 
C'est cette femme enfin, qui, toujours belle et nue 

Avec r^charpe aux trois couleurs, 
Dans nos murs mitraillte tout k coup reparue, 55 

Vient de secher nos yeux en pleurs, 
De remettre en trois jours une haute couronne 

Aux mains des Franfais soulev^s, 
D'^raser une armte et de broyer un trdne 

Avec quelques tas de pav^. 60 



Mais, 6 honte ! Paris, si beau dans sa colore ; 

Paris, si plein de majesty 
Dans ce jour de tempdte oti le vent populaire 

D^racina la royaut^ ; 
Paris, si magnifique avec ses fun^railles, 65 

Ses debris d'hommes, ses tombeaux, 
Ses chemins d6pav^ et ses pans de murailles 

Trouds comme de vieux drapeaux : 
Paris, cette cit4 de lauriers toute ceinte, 

Dont le monde entier est jaloux, 70 

Que les peuples ^mus appellent tous la sainte, 

Et qu'ils ne nomment qu'4 genoux ; 
Paris n'est maintenant qu'une sentine impure, 

Un 6gout sordide et boueux. 
Oil mille noirs courants de limon et d'ordure 75 

Yiennent trainer leurs flots honteux ; 
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Tin taudis regorgeant de foquins Bans courage, 

D'effront^s coureurs de salons, 
Qui Yont de porte en porte, et d'^tage en etage, 

Gueusant quelques bouts de galons ; 80 

Une halle cynique aux dameurs insolentes, 

Ou chacun cherche k ddchirer 
Un miserable coin de guenilles sanglantes 

Du pouvoir qui vient d'expirer. 

vi 

Ainsi, quand d^rtant sa bauge solitaire, 85 

Le sanglier, fiapp4 de mort, 
Est Ik, tout palpitant, 6tendu sur la terre 

Et sous le soleil qui le mord ; 
Lorsque, blanchi de bave et la langue tir^, 

Ne bougeant plus en ses liens, 90 

n meurt, et que la trompe a sonn^ la cur^ 

A toute la meute des chiens, 
Toute la meute, alors, comme ime vague immense, 

Bondit; alors chaque m&tin 
Hurle en signe de joie, et prepare d'avance 95 

Ses larges crocs pour le festin; 
Et puis vient la cohue, et les abois fSroces 

Boulent de vallons en vallons; 
Chiens courants et limiers, et dogues, et molosses, 

Tout s'^lance, et tout crie : Aliens 1 100 

Quand le saoglier tombe et roule sur I'ardne, 

Aliens, aUons ! les chiens sent rois ! 
Le cadavre est k nous ; payons-nous notre peine, 

N08 coups de dents et nos abois. 
Aliens ! nous n'avons plus de valet qui nous fouaille 105 

Et qui se pende k notre cou : 
Du sang chaud, de la chair, aliens, faisons ripaille, 

Bt gorgeons-nous tout notre sottl ! 
Et tons, comme ouvriers que Ton met k la tftche, 

FouiUent ses flancs k plein museau, no 

Et de Tongle et des dents travaillent sans relftche. 

Car chacun en veut un morceau ; 
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Car il £ftut au chenil que chacun d'eux revienne 

Avec un os demi-rong6, 
Et que trouyant au seuil son oigueilleuse chienne, 115 

Jalouse et le poll allong^, 
II lui montre sa gueule encor rouge, et qui grogne, 

Son OS dans les dents arr6t^» 
Et lui one, en jetant son quartier de charogne : 

' Voici ma part de royaut^ ! ' lao 

[Les lambes. 
AoiU 1830. 



LXIII 
TiTIEN 

Quand Tart italien comme un fleuve autrefois 
S'en yenait k passer par ime grande yille, 
Ce n'^tait pas alors une eau rare et sterile, 
Mais un fleuye puissant k la superbe yoiz. 

II aUait inondant les palais jusqu'auz toits, 
Les ddmes suspendus par une main d^bile ; 
II reflStait partout dans son cristal mobile 
Le manteau bleu des cieux et la pourpre des rois ; 

Puis ayec majesty sur la yague aplanie 
II emportait alors un homme de g^nie, 
Un grand Y^nitien, k I'^norme ceryeau ; 

Et prenant ayec lui sa course yagabonde, 
II le roulait un si^cle au courant de son onde, 
Et ne I'abandonnait qu'aux serres d'un flteu. 

[IlPianUo. 
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AUGUSTE BRIZEUX 

1803-1858 

It is said that the familyrof Brizenz, long settled in Brittany, was 
remotely of Irish origin. The poet, the son of a former naval surgeon, 
was bom at Lorient His first master was the rector of the little 
parish of Arzannd, near QuimperU ; and he continued his education 
at Vannes, and at Arras. A short comedy in verse, Bctcine, written 
in collaboration with P. Busoni (the future editor of Casanova) and 
produced at the Th^tre Fran^ais in 1827, was followed four years 
later by an idyllic rhapsody — Marie. In 1834, between two visits 
to Italy in company with his lifelong friend Auguste Barbier, he 
lectured as Ampere's substitute at the Marseilles Athenaeum on the 
history of French poetry. Italian art and the Italian poetry strongly 
influenced Brizeux's talent, particularly on its formal sida While in 
Italy he began, and finished in France, a prose translation of the 
Divine Comedy which has still a considerable reputation. In 1841 
appeared Lee TemaireSj a lyrical volume inspired wholly by his 
travels : the obscure title was afterwards changed to La Fleur cPOr. 
But Brittany claimed him. At Lorient in 1844 Brizeuz brought out 
a little book of rimes in Breton, Telen Arvor (La Earpe cPArmoriqtte\ 
which was followed by a collection of proverbs also in the Celtic 
tongue of the Peninsula and called Fumee Breiz (Sageese de Bretagne). 
The Breton rimes of Brizeuz became really popular and, years after, 
Breton minstrels would recite them as their own ! 

Lea Bretons (1845) is bia greatest work, more robust than Marie^ 
fusing many idylls in an epical plan, and shows all the soul of his 
native province in the story of everyday lives. The poem was 
immediately famous, praised by Yigny and Hugo and, through their 
efforts, ' crowned ' by the French Academy. In 1847 Brizeuz started 
on his last journey to Italy and stayed Uiere two years in a time of 
revolution and turmoil. He produced nothing more until 1855, when 
a book of Italian idylls, Histotree PoHiques, appeared. A diffuse and 
rather forbidding disquisition in three books on the sources of inspira- 
tion and the function of poetry, was his last work in verse. In 1858, 
Us lungs being affected, he was ordered to the South, and was over- 
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taken by his last illBess at Hontpellier. At the public ezpenae, his 
body was taken back to Brittany, and buried beside the EU^ 

Brizeux had dreamed of rehandling la nuUiire de Bretagne in the 
old epical spirit and with the resources of modem archaeology, of 
reviving all the heroic and religious history of Armorica from pagan 
times in a vast cyclic work. A long life would hardly have sufficed ; 
for in the latter part of his career the fastidious scruples of his artistic 
conscience, a mania for excessive concision, threatened to desiccate 
his talent, and he had lost all that generous fluidity of style which is 
so large a part of his charm in his happier early work. The achieve- 
ment of Brizeux is, however, very memorable. No French poet had 
deliberately devoted gifts of a high order to the interpretation of a 
race. His Mocal patriotism' is neither factitious nor complacent 
His tone is always completely appropriate to his subject. His 
humble creatures have the dignity of symbols and keep their own 
reality. Brizeux paints in the ancient manner, broadly, and with a 
noble economy. He is simple without an effort, which is the only 
way to be simple ; and his tenderness has not a false note. Un- 
fortunately, his talent wanted energy, and he became a victim of that 
dissatisfaction without which there is no art^ but which easily 
degenerates into impotence when it is not oontroUed by self-know- 
ledge and a certain fixity of ideals. 

(Euvret podtiques. 4 vols. (Lemerre.) 

LXIV 

Marie 

Du bois de Eer-M^ld jusqu'au moulin de Teir, 
J'ai pass6 tout le jour sur le bord de la mer, 
Bespirant sous les pins leur odeur de r^sine, 
Poussant devant mes pieds leur feuille lisse et fine, 
£t d'instants en instants, par-dessus Saint-Michel 5 

Lorsqu' 4clatait le bruit de la barre d'Enn-Tell, 
M'arrStant pour entendre : au milieu des bruy^res, 
Camac m'apparaissait avec toutes ses pierres, 
£t parmi les men-hir erraient comme autrefois 
Les vieux guerriers des clans, leurs prStres et leurs rois. 10 
Puis, je marchais encore au hasard et sans r^le. 
C'est ainsi que, faisant le tour d'un champ de seigle, 
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Je trouvai deux enfants couch^ au pied d'un houx, 

Deux enfemtB qui jouaient, sur le aable» aux cailloux ; 

Et soudain, dans mon coeur oette vie innocente, 15 

Qu'une image bien oh^ k mes yeux repr^nte, 

O Mai I ai fortement a'eat mise k reyenir, 

Qu'il m'a fallu chanter encor ce souvenir. 

Dans ce sombre Paris, toi que j'ai tant r&v6e, 

Vols ! comme en yos vallons mon coeur t'a retrouv^e ! ao 

A r&ge qui pour moi fiit si plein de douceurs, 

J'avais pour 6tre aim6 trois cousines (trois scbufb) ; 

Elles venaient souvent me voir au presby t^re ; 

Le nom qu'elles portaient alors, je dois le taire : 

Toutes trois aujourd'hui marchent le front Yoil^, 35 

Une prte de Morlaix et deux k Eemperl^ ; 

Mais je sais qu'en leiir cloltre elles me sent fiddles, 

Elles ont pri^ Dieu pour moi qui parle d'elles. 

Chez mon ancien cur4, T^t^, d'un lieu voisin 

Elles yenaient done yoir Tecolier leur cousin ; 30 

Prenaient, en me parlant, im langage de m^res ; 

Ou bien, selon leur Age et le mien, moins s^y^res, 

S'informaient de Marie, objet de mes amours, 

Et si, pour Tembrasser, je la suivais toujours; 

Et comme ma rongeur montrait assez ma flamme, 35 

Ces soeurs, qui sans piti^ jouaient avec mon &m6, 

Curieuses aussi, r^olurent de yoir 

Celle qui me tenait si jeune en son pouyoir. 

A rheure de midi, lorsque de leur yillage 

Les enfants accouraient au bourg, selon Tusage, 40 

Les YoUk de s'asseoir, en riant, toutes trois, 

Deyant le cimeti^re, au dessous de la croix ; 

Et quand au cat6chisme arriyait une fiUe, 

Rouge sous la chaleur et qui semblait gentille, 

Comme il en yenait tant de Eer-barz, Eer-haly4, 45 

Et par tons les sentiers qui yont k Ti-n6y6, 

Elles barraient la route, et par plaisanterie 

Disaient en souleyant sa coiffe : ' Es-tu Marie ? ' 
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Or oelle-ci passait avec Joseph Daniel; 

Elle entendit son nom, et yite, grftce au ciel ! 50 

Se sauvait, quand Daniel, comme une biche fiauYO, 

La poursuivit, criant : ' Voici Ma'i qui se sauve ! ' 

Et, sautant par-dessus les tombes et leurs morts, 

Au detour du clocher la prit k bras-le-corps : 

Elle se d^battait, se cachait la figure ; 55 

Mais chacun ^arta ses mains et sa coifiFiire ; 

Et les yeux des trois soeurs s'ouvrirent pour bien voir 

Cette grappe du Scorf, cette fleur de bli noir. 

[Marie, 

LXV 

Invocation 

II est au fond des bois, il est une peuplade 

Oil, loin de ce si^cle malade, 
Souvent je viens errer, moi, po^te nomade. 

lA tout m'attire et me sourit, 
La s^ve de mon coeur s'^panche, et mon esprit 5 

Comme im arbuste refleurit 

Sous ces bois primitifis que le vent seul ravage, 

Je sens ^lore, k chaque ombrage, 
Un vers franc impr^gn6 d'une senteur sauvage. 

Devant mon regard enchant^, 10 

Jeunes fiUes, enfants empourpr6s de sant6, 
Passent dans leur virginite. 

J'aide dans les sillons le soc opini&tre ; 
Pasteur, je chante avec le p&tre ; 
La fileuse m'endort, le soir, au coin de r&tre. 15 

Puis, d&s Taube, je vois les jeux 
De Toiseau qui sautille entre les pieds des boeufs, 
Et prds des sources pond ses oeufs. 
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ch^re Bolitude !— Et pourtant, je le jure, 

Arts 6l6gants, bronze, peinture, ao 

Je vous aime, rivaux de cette &pre nature ! 

H^las ! me pr^rvent les cieux 
De vous nier jamais, symboles radieux, 
Charmes de Tesprit et des yeux ! 

Et si, vivant d'oubli dans cette humble Comouaille, as 

J'entends yos clamours de bataille, 
H^ros et saints martyrs du monde, je tressaille ! 

Mais, 6 calme riant des bois, 
Reyenez dans mon coeur, adoucissez ma Yoix, 

Faites aimer ce que je vois. 30 

Cost Ik de tous mes vers la pieuse demande: 

Esprits des champs et de la lande, 
Versez en moi la paix pour que je la repande ! 

[Histoirea Poitiquea. 
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JOSfiPfflN SOULARY 

1815-1891 

Joseph (otherwiBe Jos^phin) Sovlabt came of a family which had 
borne in Qenoa the name of Solan, but had been settled in Lyons 
and connected with its silk industry for several generations. His 
schooling was brief, for at fifteen he was rated in a marching regi- 
ment as an 'enfant de troupe.' He served till 1836, and his first 
verses in a provincial paper were signed * Soulary, grenadier.' But 
his health broke down, and civil employment was found for him in 
his native city, a clerkship at the Prefecture du Rh6ne which he 
kept for thirty years and then exchanged for the post of librarian to 
the Art Qallery of Lyons. These occupations left him leisure for 
what he loved best, writing poetry. His first collection of verses 
appeared in 1838 ; it was his Satmett humortsttqties (1858) which 
made him as famous in the capital as in his native city, and won 
him the friendship of his great contemporaries. 

Soulary's is a delicate and engaging gift. He had no rival as a 
sonneteer in his lifetime ; and even since the appearance of M. de 
Heredia, the consummate lapidary, who unquestionably excels him 
in generosity of rhythm and in economy of material, the charm of 
Soulary's sonnets remains fresh and inimitable as a smile. In his 
supple hands the same form lent itself with equal felicity to a con- 
siderable variety of themes and moods : he is playful and pensive, 
allegorical or familiar, tells a dream or evokes a woman's grace or 
extracts the moral of an anecdote with the same effect of spontaneity 
and always with a sovereign elegance. Though the fascination of 
the sonnet form possessed him, and obviously governed his adven- 
tures into the field of structural invention, his achievements in 
longer lyrics and even in narrative poetry are by no means negligible. 
Such a piece as * Un Songe ' may fairly be called a masterpiece, for 
its emotional quality and vividness no less than for the perfect poise 
and melody of the strophes. He was least happy perhaps in the 
verse inspired by the events of 1870-1871 : indignation seemed to 
stifle his natural voice ; but he was capable of fine efforts of satire, 
as 'Le Rdactionnaire ' attests. He wrote one comedy, Un grand 
homme qa^on attend. 

The principal volumes of Soulary's poetry published in his lifetime 
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are : A traven champs (1838), Les £phimhres (two series : Lyons 1846, 
\%b1)]S<mfneU kumariitiquea (1858), ESveM d^EBcarpolette (1862); 
Sonnets, pohnes et poMes (1864) ; Les DiabUs Ueus (1870).— There 
b a collective edition in three Yolamee published by Lemerre. 

LXVI 

Primxtla Yeris 

Que tout coeur aimant soit aim^ ! 
Du bonheur fSconde semence, 
Le d^sir a partout germ6 ; 
La saison des baisers commence. 

La saison des baisers commence ; 5 

Pour calmer le sang enflamm^ 
Qui fait battre I'art^re immense, 
Agitez le thyrse embaum& 

Agitez le thyrse embaum^ 

Dent Todeur grise I'innocence ; lo 

Dompt^ par le sceptre charm^, 

Les ^eux mfimes sont en d^mence ! 

Que tout ccsur aimant soit aim^ ! 

La saifion des baisers commence ; 

Agitez le thyrse embaum^, 15 

Les dieux mSmes sont en d^mence I 

Les dieux mSmes sont en d^mence, 
L' Amour s'ofi&e tout d^sarm^ 
Agitez le thyrse embaum^ ! 

Agitez le thyrse embaum^ «> 

Sur le front de Tadolescence ; 
La saison des baisers commence. 

La saison des baisers commence ; 
Four qu'il en soit beaucoup 8em6, 
Que tout cceur aimant soit aim6 ! 95 

Pour qu'il en soit beaucoup sem6 
Sur le front de Tadolescence 
L' Amour s'of&e tout d^sarme. 

[Sovmeta Hwrruyristiques. 
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VICTOR DE LAPRADE 

1812-1883 

PiKBEi-MAius-yicioB RioHASD Di Laprads, the 6on of a well-known 
physician, was born at Montbrison, bnt brought up at Lyons, and 
passed almost all his life there. He was nominally a barrister when 
he published his first poetry, £et Parfunu de MotdeUine, Four 
years later, in 1841, he made some stir with the long poem PspM, 
an evangelical re-settmg of the beautiful Greek aUegory. After Ode$ 
ei Poimet (1844), which are largely inspired by the ^riptures and 
contain some of his finest work, Laprade was sent by the Govern- 
ment upon a literary mission to Italy, and on his return was appointed 
professor of French literature at the University of Lyons. 

Poimes ^vangeliques (1852) and Sympkomei (1855) prepared the 
way for his election to the French Academy : in 1858 he succeeded 
Musset, who had said of him : 'If M. de Laprade is a poet, I am 
none.' IdyUe» h^diques appeared in the same year. In 1861 
Laprade gave great offence to the Imperial Government by a satire 
on ' official ' poets — Le$ Muses d^J&tat. The newspaper in which it 
appeared was threatened with suspension, and the poet himself driven 
from his chair at Lyons. Just before the Empire fell it was offered 
him again by M. ]£mQe Ollivier, and declined. Ptmaiis^ published 
in 1868, is another 'heroic idyll,' a story of the Napoleonic wars 
which describes the effect of foreign invasion in reconciling a dis- 
affected peasantry to conscription : appearing on the eve of the war 
with Prussia, it has a certain prophetic interest. After the Peace, 
Laprade was elected to the Assembly as Deputy for the Rh6ne. He 
voted with the Right, but took no part in debate, and was frequently 
absent through ill-health. He resigned his seat in 1873 and about 
the same time published Pohnes etinques^ a collection of patriotic 
poems which includes the well-known satire, ' Gretchen.' Le Livre 
(ftm Pire (1878), perhaps his most attractive book, was his last pub- 
lication in verse. He had written considerably in prose also — chiefly 
on educational subjects. L'£duo(Uion homicide (1867), and two 
treatises on the feeling for nature among the ancients and among the 
modems, are his principal prose works. 
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Laprade's place in French poetry is hardly settled. With various 
gifts, he is essentially a moralist. Qrave, eloquent, sonorous at its 
best, his verse does not always give an impression of spontaneity ; 
and he is voluminous and singularly unequal, like Wordsworth, with 
whom he has a certain affinity, not in style nor in positive beliefs, 
but in his general attitude towards the inanimate. Nature supplied 
him inexhaustibly with emblems of moral virtue, and appears in his 
characteristic poetry as the great consoler, the monitress and the wise 
nurse of human efforts. He strove, with moderate success perhaps, 
to reconcile a certain pantheism with a severe type of liberal Catholi- 
cism. His satire is heavy but not ineffective. Accidentally asso- 
ciated with Le Pamasse^ though he had little enough in conmion 
with its leaders, Laprade always avoided the Romantic exaggeration 
of personality ; but he professed himself a disciple of Lamartine, and 
shared his master's aversion for literary poetry. He has Lamartine's 
negative quality of imprecision: he is more laborious and more 
correct. That he wants the wings and the infinite capacity for 
melody needs no saying. 

The Poetical Works of Laprade are in Lemerre's Collection (six 
volumes). 

LXVII 

La Mobt d'un CnfiNB 



Quand rhomme te frappa de sa l&che cogn^, 
O roi qu'hier le mont portait avec orgueil, 
Men &me, au premier coup, retentit indignSe, 
Et dans la forSt sainte il se fit un grand deuil. 

Un murmure 6clata sous ses ombres paisibles ; 
J'entondis des sanglots et des bruits menaqants : 
Je vis errer des bois les hdtes invisibles, 
Pour te d^fendre, h61as ! contre Thomme impuissants. 

Tout un peuple effray^ partit de ton feuillage, 
Et mille oiseaux chanteurs, trouble dans leurs amours, 
Plan^rent sur ton front comme un p&le nuage, 
Pergant de oris aigus tes g^missements sourds. 
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Le flot triste h6dta duiB Tume des fontaines, 

Le hftut du mont trembla sons leB pins chanoalants, 

Et I'aquilon roula dans les gorges lointaines 15 

L'^ho dea grands soupirs arrach6s k tes flancs. 

Ta chute iaboura, comme un coup de tonnerre, 

Un arpent tout entier sur le sol patemel ; 

Et quand son sein meurtri refut ton corps, la terre 

Eut un rugissement terrible et solennel : 90 

Car Cyb^le t'aimait, toi Taln^ de see chSnes, 
Comme un premier enfemt que sa m^re a nourri ; 
Du plus pur de sa s&ve elle abreuvait tes veines, 
Et son front se levait pour te faire un abri. 

Elle entoura tes pieds d'un long tapis de mousse, 35 

Oil toujours en avril elle faisait germer 
Fervenche et yiolette k I'odeur fratche et douce, 
Four qu'on ohoisit ton ombre et qu'on y vtnt aimer. 

Toi, sur elle ^panchant cette ombre et tes murmures, 
Oh ! tu lui payais bien ton tribut filial ! 30 

Et chaque automne k flots versait tes feuilles mdres, 
Conune un manteau d'hiver, sur le coteau natal 

La terre s'enivrait de ta large harmonie ; 

Pour parler dans la brise, eUe a cr^ les bois : 

Quand elle veut gemir d'une plainte infinie, 35 

Des chdnes et des pins elle emprunte la Toix. 

Cyb61e t'amenait une immense famille ; 

Chaque branche portait son nid ou son essaim ; 

AbeiUe, oiseau, reptile, insecte qui fourmille, 

Tons avaient la p&ture et Tabri dans ton sein. 40 

Ta chute a disperse tout ce peuple sonoze ; 

IfiUe Stres aveo toi tombent an6antis ; 

A ta place, dans Tair, seuls Toltigent encore 

Quelques pauvxes inaaaux qui cbinrchent leurs petiUk 
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Tes rameauz ont hroj6 des troncs d6jii robuBtes ; 45 

Autour de toi la mort a fauch6 laigement. 

Tu gis sur un monceau de chines et d'arbustee ; 

J'ai YU tes verts cheveuz p&lir en un moment. 

Et ton ^temit^ pourtant me semblait sCdre ! 

La terre te gardait des jours multiplite ... 50 

La s^ye afflue encor par Thorrible blessure 

Qui deisteha le tronc 86par6 de ses pieds. 

Oh ! ne prodigue plus la s^re k ces racmes, 

Ne verse pas ton sang sur ce fils expir^» 

M^re ! garde-le tout pour les plantes voisines ; 55 

Le chSne ne boit plus oe breuvage saor6. 

Dis adieu, pauvre chine, au printemps qui t'enivre : 

Hier, il t'a par6 de feuillages nouveauz ; 

Tu ne sentiras plus oe bonheur de revivre : 

Adieu, les nids d'amour qui peuplaient tes rameauz ! 60 

Adieu, les noirs essaims bourdonnant sur tes branches, 
Le frisson de la feuille aux caresses du vent, 
Adieu, les frais tapis de mousse et de pervenches 
Oil le bruit des baisers t'a rdjoui souvent ! 

O chine ! je comprends ta puissante agonie ! 65 

Dans sa paiz, dans sa force, il est dur de mourir ; 
A voir crouler ta tite au printemps rajeunie, 
Je devine, 6 g^ant ! ce que tu dois soi^Bfrir. 

Ainsi jusqu'4 ses pieds Thonmie t'a fait descendre ; 
Son fer a d6pec6 les rameauz et le tronc ; 70 

Get dtre harmonieuz sera fumie et cendre 
Et la terre et le vent se le partageront ! 

Mais n'est-il rien de toi qui subsiste et qui dure ? 

Oil s'en vont ces esprits d'teorce reconverts ? 

Et n'est-il de vivant que Timmense nature, 75 

Une au fond, mais s'omant de mille aspects divers ? 
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Quel qu'il soit, cependant, ma voix Mnit ton Stre 
Four le divin repos qa'k tes pieds j'ai gotttd 
Dans un jeune univers, si tu dois y renattre, 
Puisses-tu retrouver la force et la beaut6 ! 80 

Car j'ai pour les for^ts des amours fratemelles ; 
Fo^te vdtu d'ombre, et dans la paix rgvant, 
Je vis avec lenteur, triste et calme, et, comme elles, 
Je porte haut ma tSte, et chante au moindre yent. 

Je crois le bien au fond de tout ce que j'ignore ; 85 

J'esp^re malgr^ tout, mais nul bonheur humain : 
Comme un chSne immobile, en mon repos sonore, 
J'attends le jour de Dieu qui nous luira domain. 

En moi de la forSt le calme s'insinue ; 

De ses arbres sacr6s, dans Tombre enseveli, 90 

J'apprends la patience aux hommes inconnue, 

Et mon coeur apais^ vit d'espoir et d'oubli. 

Mais rhomme fedt la guerre aux forets pacifiques; 
L'ombrage sur les monts recule chaque jour; 
Rien ne nous restera des asiles mystiques 95 

Oil r&me ya cueillir la penste et Tamour. 

Frends ton yol, 6 mon coeur ! la terre n'a plus d'ombres, 
Et les oiseaux du ciel, les r@ves infinis, 
Les blanches yisions qui cherchent les lieux sombres, 
Bientdt n'auront plus d'arbre oil d^poser leurs nids. 100 

La terre se ddpouille et perd ses sanctuaires ; 
On cbasse des vallons ses kdtes meryeilleux. 
Les dieux aimaient des bois les temples s^ulaires ; 
La hache a fait tomber les chines et les dieux. 

Plus d'autels, plus d'ombrage et de paix abritte, Z05 

Plus de rites sacrte sous les grands ddmes yerts ! 
Nous l^ons k nos fils la terre d^yast^e ; 
Car nos p^res nous ont I6gu4 des deux deserts. 



Digitized by 



Google 



VICTOB DE LAPRADE 226 

ii 

Ainsi trt g^miaBais, podte, ami des chdnes, 
Toi qui (purdes eacOT le culte des vieux joura no 

Tu Tois rhomme alt^r^ sans ombre et sans fontaines ; 
Ya ! Tantique Cyb^le enfantera toujours ! 

L^ve-toi ! c'est assez pleurer sur ce qui tombe ; 

La lyre doit savoir pr^dire et consoler ; 

Quand I'esprit te conduit sur le bord de la tombe, 115 

De vie et d'avenir c'est pour nous y parler. 

Crains-tu de voir tarir la s^ve universelle, 

Parce qu'un cli@ne est mort et qu'il 4tait geant ? 

po^te ! &me ardente en qui I'amour ruisselle, 

Organe de la vie, as-tu peur du n6ant ? zao 

Va ! Fodil qui nous r^hauffe a plus d'un jour k luire ; 

Le grand semeur a bien des graines k semer, 

La nature n'est pas lasse encor de produire : 

Car, ton coeur le sait bien, Dieu n'est pas las d'aimer. 

Tandis que tu g^mis sur cet arbre en mines, 125 

Mille germes Ut-bas, d^pos^s en secret. 
Sous le regard de Dieu, veillent dans ces collines, 
Txnit pr^ts k s'61ancer en vivante forSt. 

Nos fils pourront aimer et rSver sous leurs ddmes ; 
Le podte adorer la nature et chanter ! 130 

Dans Tombreux labyrinthe oil tu vois des fantdmes, 
Un id^al plus pur viendra les visiter. 

Croissez sur nos debris, croissez, forgts nouvelles ! 
Sur vos jeunes bourgeons nous verserons nos pleurs; 
D'avance je vous vois, plus fortes et plus belles, 135 

Faire un plus doux ombrage k des hdtes meilleur& 

Vous n'abriterez plus de sanglants sacrifices ; 
L'&ge emporte les dieux ennemis de la paix, 
Aux chants, aux jeux sacr^, vos s^jours sont propices ; 
Yotre mousse aux loisirs offire des lits 6pais. x^o 

p 
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Ne penche plus ton front sur les choses qui meurent ; 
Toume au levant tes yeux, ton coeur k ravenir. 
Les arbres sent tomb^ mais les germes demeurent; 
Tends sur ceux qui naltront t^ bras pour les b^nir. 

Po^te aux longs regards, vois les races futures, 145 

Vols ces bois merveilleux k lliorizon 6clos ; 
Dans ton sein proph^tique ecoute les murmures ; 
l^oute ! au lieu d'un bruit de fer et de sanglots, 

Sur des coteaux baign^ par des clart^s sereines 

Ob. des peuples joyeux semblent se reposer, 150 

Sous les chines 6mus, les hStres et les frenes, 

On dirait qu'on entend un immense baiser. 

[0de8 et Poimes, 
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THfiODOKE DE BANVILLE 

1823-1891 

Banyillb was the son of a naval officer and was bom at Monlins, 
but became a Parisian very early. His life (of which his writings 
tell us next to nothing) was tranquil and happy. He had f rail health, 
domestic virtues, endeared himself to the best of his contemporaries ; 
and he was a man of real piety, and (to complete his figure) a famous 
epicure. 

Lt9 Cariatides, his first volume of poetry, dates from 1842. The 
great poets of the first Romantic generation were revising their 
formulas and enlarging their horizon. The poetry of archangelical 
rebellion and distinguished melancholy had spent itself : there had 
been a surfeit of unchastened personalities; the day was past for 
Oothicism and Orientalism, the exotic vogue of northern mists and 
Mediterranean moons. Banville made his first athletic essays and 
earned Baudelaire's comparison with the infant Hercules at a moment 
of transition. The poetry which should shake thrones and foresee 
millenniums, or carry the conquests of the historical spirit into the 
domain of the imagination and fix in marmorean forms the transience 
of our illusions, was as yet hardly promised. Banville had no 'mission,' 
not even an attitude, only a tone ; but with a gay and yet austere devo- 
tion to the art of making verse he conceived the possibility of carrying 
the development of a magnificent instrument one step farther. Upon 
the recent claim for freedom his precocious virtuosity superimposed a 
classical worship of correctness : in his hands the reforms which had 
seemed audacious a few years back passed into the stage of dogma. 
This is his only link with the Parnassians : for it was by the fortune of 
an even temper and without any pretension to the tranquillity of science 
that he showed himself truly impassive, serene as the ancient gods 
whose train, said Gautier, he brought back into the Romantic Burg, 

Banville's is a poetry of fantastic and delicious variations. It is 
not true that he is insensible ; but for the power to sustain himself 
he depends singularly little upon what is outside the actual material 
he worked with. The patriotic desire to hearten the defence of Paris 
made him think of writing IdylUs prusnenne$ : the inspiration of 
the book, from strophe to strophe, is purely verbal. Still more 
evidently verbal is the inspiration of the quite delightful Odes 
Funambulesgueiy which their esoteric and modish allusions make it 
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less easy for us to appreciate to-day : their atticiflm, their comic 
elegance resides entirely in the rimes. 

The all-sufficiency of Bime, the brilliant paradox he maintained in 
his petulant and incomplete but yaluable TraM^ was after all only 
a violent assertion of that pre-established and miraculous accord 
between sense and sound in which every poet must necessarily con- 
fide ; and if with Banville ' the imagination of the ear ' was in some 
degree an idiosyncrasy, there are many pages in the same short work 
which sufficiently dispose of the view that his conception of his art 
left the spiritual elements out of account. 

Once his limitations are recognised, Banville's achievement appears 
considerable — even in point of variety, for his comedies {j6»ope^ 
CMngoire) have a singular grace, and it is in them perhaps that a 
certain affinity with La Fontaine's temperament best appears. It is 
a real merit of Banville's to have appreciated the fabulist, aa a poet^ 
better than any one else in the century. Another, not a great one, is 
the example he set in reviving the ' fixed forms ' of an earlier poetry ; 
and yet another that, for all the amusing intolerance and assumed 
finality of his technical theories, he really foresaw the necessity of 
farther reforms tending to make the modem ear the sole arbiter of 
poetical practice. 

In a word, the form of verse interested him profoundly : a really 
scrupulous craftsmanship is not so common ; and the name of poet 
can be denied to Theodore de Banville only when the word has lost a 
good half of its associations. 

The principal volumes of Banville's poetry are : — Lt$ CariatideM 
(1842); Les StcUacHtet (1846); OdeUitet (1856); Odes Ftmamr 
hulesqwsa {1S51, 1869); Lei ExiU$ (1866); IdpUes prussiennes 
(1871) ; PrincesM (1874) ; TrenU-nx Ballades jopeuset (1875) ; If<m$ 
Totu (1884); SomatlUs et ClocheUei (1890); Dom la Foumaise 
(1892). His Petit Traitd de Po^ne fran^tse appeared in 1872. 
The works of Banville are published by Lemerre and by Chaipentier, 

LXVIII 

Sous Bois 

A travers le bois fauve et radieux, 
R^dtant des vers sans qu'on les en prie, 
Vont, oouverts de pourpre et rorf^yrerie, 
Les ComMiens, lois et demi-dieuz. 
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Herode brandit son glaive odieux ; 5 

Dans les oripeaux de la broderie, 

Cl^opfttre biille en jupe fleurie 

Comme resplendit un paon convert d'yeux. 

Puis, tont flamboyants sons les chrysolithes, 

Les bruns Adonis et les Hyppolytes 10 

Montrent lours arcs d'or et lours peaux de loupa 

Pierrot s'est charge de la dame-jeaime. 
Puis apr^ eux tous» d'un air triste et donx 
Yiennent en rdvant le Po&te et TAne. 

[Les Cariatides. 
26jamvier 1842. 

LXIX 

Nous n'irons plus au bois, les lauriers sont coup6& 
Les Amours aux bassins, les NaXades en groupe 
Voient reluire au soleil en cristaux dteoup^ 
Les flots silencieux qui coulaient de leur coupe. 
Les lauriers sont coup^, et le cerf aux abois 5 

Tressaille au son du cor ; nous nlrons plus au bois. 
Oil des enfants joueurs riait la folle troupe 
Parmi les lys d'argent aux pleurs du ciel tremp^s, 
Voici I'herbe qu'on fauche et les lauriers qu'on coupe. 
Nous n'irons plus au bois, les lauriers sont coupes. zo 

[Lea Stalcustitea, 

J.YX 

Ballade dk Viotoe Hugo, 

P^e de Uma lea Rvmeura 

En ce temps d^daigneux, la Bime 
A force amants et chevaliers. 
Ces chanteurs, pour qu'on les imprime, 
Accourent ohea noa hdteliers 
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De Voyron, pays des toiliers, $ 

D'Auch, de Nuits, de Gap et de Lille, 
Et nous en avons par milliers, 
Mais le pdre est Ui-bas, dans Vila 

Les uns devant le mont sublime 

B&tissent de grands escaliers lo 

Qui Tont jusqu'ii la double cime ; 

Ceux-lk, comme des oiseliers, 

Prennent des rhjrthmes singuliers, 

Ou rejoignent I'abb^ Delille 

Far le chemin des Pollers ; 15 

Mais le pdre est Ijk-bas, dans llle. 

D'autres encor tiennent la lime ; 

D'autres, s'adossant aux piliers, 

Heurtent la sottise unanime 

De leurs fronts, comme des b^ers : 20 

D'autres, effirayant les gedliers 

Du grand cri de Rouget de lisle, 

Brisent nos fers et nos colliers ; 

Mais le pdre est Ik-bas, dans Tile. 

Emm 

Gautier parmi ces joailliers 35 

Est prince, et Leconte de Lisle 
Forge Tor dans ses ateliers ; 
Mais le p&re est Ub-bas, dans llle. 

[Trente-six BdUades joyeuaes. 



AoiU 1869. 



LXXI 

La Montaqne 

Pantoumi 

Sur les bords de ce flot celeste 
MiUe oiseaux chantent, querelleurs. 
Mon enfant, seul bien qui me reste. 
Dors sous ces branches d'arbre en fleurs. 
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Mille oiseaux chantent, querelleurs ; 5 

Sur la riviere un cygne glisse. 

Dors sous ces branches d'arbre en fleurs, 

O toi ma joie et men d^lice ! 

Sur la riviere un cygne glisse 

Dans les feux du soleil couchant. 10 

toi ma joie et mon d^lice, 

Endors-toi, berc^ par mon chant I 

Dans les feux du soleil couchant 
Le vieux mont est brillant de neige. 
Endors-toi, berc^ par mon chant, 15 

Qu'un dieu bienveillant te prot^e ! 

Le vieux mont est brillant de neige, 

A ses pieds Teb^nier fleurit. 

Qu'im dieu bienveillant te protege ! 

Ta petite bouche sourit. 30 

A ses pieds T^b^nier fleurit, 

De bnllants m6taux le recouvrent. 

Ta petite bouche sourit, 

Pareille aux coroUes qui s'ouvrent. 

De brillants m^taux le recouvrent, 35 

Je vols luire des diamants. 
Pareille aux coroUes qui s'ouvrent, 
Ta Idvre a des rayons charmants. 

Je vols luire des diamants 

Sur la montagne enchanteresse. 30 

Ta l^vre a des rayons charmants : 

Dors, qu'un rSve heureux te caresse ! 

Sur la montagne enchanteresse 

Je vois des topazes de feu. 

Dors, qu'un songe heureux te caresse, 35 

Ferme tes yeux de lotus bleu ! 
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Je Tois des topases de feu 

Qui chassent tout soi^ fimeste. 

Fenne tes yeux de lotus bleu 

Sur les bords de ce flot celeste ! 40 

[Petit Traiti de Pofyie frcunfaise. 

LXXII 
HOURIB, DORMIR 

II boite aflfreusement, ce vieux cheval de fiacre. 

Ses yeux tout grands ouverts ont des blancheurs de nacre. 

II voudrait se coucher, dormir ; il ne pent pas. 

Sur le pav6 glissant il bute k chaque pas. 

II ressemble k oes morts qu'on tratne sur des daies ; 5 

Ses jambes et ses flancs sont tout converts de plaies ; 

Sa bouche moUe et noire est gonfl^e en dedana 

Tragique, il mord le vide avec ses longues dents, 

Tandis que le cocher Tinjurie et le fouaille, 

Et chaque fois d^chire une nouvelle entaille, 10 

Grros homme rouge, avec des galtes de noceur. 

En quelque horrible songe il voit requarrisseur ; 

Alors, comme il tr^buche, accabl^ par ce r^ve, 

Bien vite, k coups de fouet son bourreau le relive. 

Aliens, hue ! Eh ! va done, carcan ! va done, chahut ! 15 

Eh ! va done, pr6sident» carcasse ! Oamahut ! 

Sur le cheval, en proie aux angoisses demitoes» 

Le fouet, ivre et feroce, enl^ve des lani^es. 

Ce pauvre Stre perclus, battu, martyrise, 

Que tourmente un rayon de soleil iris6, 90 

Cet aiFam^ qui n'a pas eu d'avoine, en somme 

N'est qu'une rossa II est malheuzeux comme im homme. 

[Davs la Fau/maiae. 
MererM^ lijoMfier 1887. 
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LOUIS BOUILHET 

1822-1869 

BoTTiLEBT was ix^D «t Oany in Normandy ; and as his father, an 
army surgeon, died young of wounds received in the Bussian cam- 
paign, he was brought up by his mother's father — an ancient gentle- 
man who had corresponded With the philoBophet^^^nd met his life- 
long friend Gustave Flaubert at school in Rouen. He began riming 
as a schoolboy, and afterwards, between walking tiie hospitals and 
coaching pupils for a living, found time to perfect his talent. He 
gave up medicine in 1845 and thenceforward devoted his life to 
poetry. A volume" of lyrics, followed by the Roman tale in verse 
called MiUeniSy and Let Fotnles, a sort of scientific epic, made him 
known to a few : but as a dramatic poet he quickly won a consider- 
able reputation : his first play, Madame de Montarcy, was put on the 
stage in 1856, and seemed for the moment about to restore the popu- 
larity of the Romantic formulas. Its successors (all written in verse 
except one of the best, Faustine) were produced with various success : 
he published jiothing more except dramas, but he wrote a good deal 
of other verse, which appeared posthumously under the title Demi^en 
Chamons. His disinterested and laborious career ended prematurely, 
just when his appointment to the charge of the public library at 
Rouen had brought him material independence. 

Bouilhet mi^t be called a transitional Romantic. All his writings 
reflect a vigorous and naturally expansive temperament : his dramatic 
conceptions have m<xre breadth and intensity than delicacy ; there is 
everywhere a profusion of images, of colour ; he loved the poets of 
the Renaissance and perhaps knew them better than any of his con- 
temporaries. On the other hand the severe repression of his person- 
ality, the extreme conscientiousness of his form, his erudition (he 
spent much of his time studying the Chinese language and civilisation 
with the idea of writing a novel on the Far East), a strain of Pktgan 
pessimism running through his poetry, seem rather to attach him to 
the school of Leconte de Lisle. All his verse is of admirable work- 
manship. 

All Bouilhet's dramas and Ze$ FcuiU$ are now somewhat difficult 
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to obtaiiL Festani et AstragaUSf Melcmii and DenUhre$ Chatuons^ 
with Flaubert's memorable Preface, have recently been reprinted by 
Lemerre. 

Lxxm 

La Colombe 

Quand, chafis^ saoB retour des temples v6n6rables, 
Tordus au vent de feu qui soufflait du Thabor, 
Les grands Olympiens ^taient si miserables 
Que les petits enfants tiraient leur barbe d'or; 

Durant ces jours d'angoisse od la terre ^tonn^e 5 

Portait, comme un fardeau, r^croulement des cieux, 
Un seul homme, debout centre la destin^e, 
Osa, dans leur d^tresse, avoir piti6 des dieux. 

C^tait un large front, — ^un Empereur, — un sage, 

Assez haut sur son trdne et sur sa volont^ 10 

Pour arrdter du doigt tout un si^e au passage, 

Et donner son mot d'ordre k la Divinite. 

Or, im soir qu'il marchait avec ses capitaines, 

Incline sous ce poids de Tavenir humain, 

II aperfut, au fond des brumes incertaines, 15 

Un vieux temple isol6, sur le bord d'un chemin ; 

Un vieux temple isol6, plein de momes visages, 

Un de ces noirs debris, au souvenir amer. 

Qui dorment 6chou6s sur la gr^ve des ftges, 

Quand les religions baissent comme la mer. » 

Le seuil croulait ; la pluie avait rong^ la porte ; 
Toute la lune entrait par les tois crevasses. 
Au milieu de la route, il quitta son escorte, 
Et s'avanfa, pensif, au long des murs glac^ 

Les colonnes de marbre, k ses pieds, abattues, 25 

Touchaient de toutes parts les paves pr^cieux ; 
L'herbe haute montait au ventre des statues, 
Des cigognes revaient sur T^paule des dieux. 
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Parfois, dans le silence, ^latait un bruit d'aile, 
On entendait, au loin, comme un frisson courir ; 30 

Et sur les grands vaincus penchant un front fid^e, 
Phoebe, froide comme eux, les regardait mourir. 

Et comme il restait Ik, perdu dans ses pens^, 

Des profondeurs du temple il Tit se detacher, 

Avec un bruit confus de plaintes oadenc^, 35 

Une lueur tremblante et qui semblait marcher. 

Cela se rapprochait et sonnait sur les dalles. 
C'^tait un grand vieillard qui pleurait en chemin, 
Courb^, maigre, en haillons, et trainant ses sandales, 
Une tiare au front, une lampe k la main. 40 

II cachait sous sa robe une blanche colombe ; 
Dernier pr^tre des dieux, il apportait encor 
Sur le dernier autel la demi^re h^catombe . . . 
Et TEmpereur pleura, — car son rfive ^tait mort ! 

II pleura jusqu'au jour sous cette votlte noire. 45 

Tu souriais, 6 Christ, dans ton paradis bleu, 
Tes ch^rubins chantaient sur des harpes d'ivoire, 
Tes anges secouaient leurs six ailes de feu ! 

Et du mome Empyr^ insultant la d^tresse, 

Comme au bord d'un grand lac aux flots ^tincelants, 50 

Dans le lait lumineux perdu par la Dtesse, 

Tes martyrs couronn^ lavaient leurs pieds sanglants ! 

Tu r^gnais, sans partage, au ciel et sur la terre : 
Ta croix couvrait le monde et montait au milieu ; 
Tout, devant ton regard, tremblait,— jusqu'Ji ta m^re, ss 
P&le ^temellement d'avoir porte son Dieu. 

Mais tu ne savais pas le mot des destine, 

O toi qui triomphais, prte de I'Olympe mort ; 

Yois : c'est le mdme goui&e . . , avant deux mille ann^. 

Ton ciel y descendra, — sans le combler encor ! 60 
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Tu connaitrM ausBi, ploy< boos ranathime, 
La disaffection des peuples et des rois. 
Si pauvre et si perdu que tu n'auras plus m^rne, 
Pour t'y coucher en paix, la largeur de ta croiz ! 

Ton dernier temple, 6 Christ, est froid oomme une tombe; 
Ta porte n'ouTre plus sur le vaste Avenir ; 66 

Yoili que le jour baisse et qu'on entend venir 
Le vieux prfitre oourb^ qui porte une colombe ! 

[Demieres Chounsons. 
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LECONTE DE LISLE 

1818-1894 

Chaslx8-Mabix-RbrA Lkoonts DE Lisle was born at Saint-Fatil 
in the French island of lUunion, of mixed Breton and Qascon 
parentage : his mother was a niece of Pamy, the elegant 
and frivolously tender poet of Lewis the Sixteenth's reign. 
He was brought up partly in the colony and partly in Brittany, 
and after leaving school spent some time in travel, being in- 
tended for a commercial career, and visited Lidia and Mada^Euscar 
to the incalculable advantage of a late-blossoming talent. It 
was only in 1847 that, abandoning all idea of an active occupation, 
he settled in Paris and lived there ' on privations and Greek roots,' 
acquiring the science of verse and teaching and studying ancient 
languages and civilisations. In 1848 his ardent Republicanism 
threatened to sweep him into politics, but he remained faithful to 
letters, and between that year and 1852 contributed to periodicals 
a certain number of poems which formed the nucleus of his first 
volume.. The moment was unfavourable to a work so completely 
detached from the national anxieties, and Leconte's dazzling and 
scrupulous presentment of Greek and Oriental mythologies in Fohnes 
Antiques drew scanty attention — less perhaps than its violent pre- 
face (withdrawn from later editions), which traversed the development 
of Western poetry for two thousand years and incautiously asserted, 
in effect, that almost all the poets since Sophocles, preoccupied with 
the expression of their own judgments, passions or misfortunes, had 
pursued a false idea). Poime$ et Poesies appeared in 1854 ; and in 
1859 La Revue de Paris produced the poet's curious Passion^ a 
sequence intended to form the ' legend ' of an artist friend's Stations 
of the Cross : its austere beauties reflect a conscientious effort to 
assimilate a Catholic fervour notoriously antipathetic to his mind. 
The principal elements of Pohnes Barhares (1862) serve the wider 
purpose of reconstructing with an erudite neutrality the fcMrms in 
which humanity has affirmed from age to age and from clime to 
clime its inexhaustible capacity for illusion. This volume did not 
pass unappreciated; and abeady a group of younger writers, dis- 
posed to prize virtuosity above emotion, to envy the serenity of 
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science and its contempt for the individual, had begun to look to 
Leconte de Lisle to give a new direction to French poetry. A 
poetical anthology called Le Pamasse CorUemporaifiy due to the 
initiative of Xavier de Ricard, revealed the forces of this new move- 
ment and, though containing examples of such independent 
talents as those of Gautier and Baudelaire, as well as of old 
Romantics like the Deschamps and new Romantics like Banville, was 
in the main a homage to the ideal of objective, learned and flawless 
verse upheld with incomparable authority by Leconte de Lisle. 
Modest, austere and laborious as was his life, he became towards 
the end of the second Empire a militant personality, one of the 
torchbearers — along with Flaubert and Renan — of the French 
intellectual tradition and, in the absence of Victor Hugo, by far the 
most illustrious maker of French verse. In 1861 appeared the first 
of Leconte's translations of the greatest Greek and Latin poets into 
French prose. Homer followed Theocritus and the Anacreontica ; 
then came Hesiod and the Orphic Hymns ; then Aeschylus, Horace, 
Sophocles and Euripides — the last appearing in 1885. These trans- 
lations have a rare distinction and teem with happy discoveries of 
language. They do not completely satisfy critical scholarship ; they 
have, as has been said of Landor's prose, ' the beauty of death ' ; 
and through a curiously perverse scruple of exactness they are 
blotted (as indeed are too many of his poems) with the pedantry of 
ancient names quite literally transcribed. But the whole series 
constitutes an impressive monument of noble S3rmpathy and strenuous 
labour and enthusiastic abnegation. 

In the events of the Terrible Year Leconte de Lisle took the part 
of a patriot and of an uncompromising Republican. In 1871 he 
issued a short Catichisme popvlaire republieain which caused some 
scandal in the Assembly. He had struggled with poverty during his 
best years ; a small government pension had been granted him in 
1870 ; and in 1872 the Republic rewarded his zeal with the post of 
sub-librarian to the Senate, which gave him a modest independence. 
Between this date and his death, he wrote two lyrical dramas — Les 
£rinnyes, founded on the Agamemnon and the Eumenides of 
Aeschylus, which was produced with Massenet's music in 1873 and 
warmly received, and UApoUonide (1888), a similar attempt to 
reconstruct the story of the Ion, Another volume, Fohne* Tragiques, 
followed Poimes Antiqiies and Poemes Barbares in 1884; it was in 
no way inferior to them. Leconte de lasle succeeded Victor Hugo 
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at the Academy ; and in hiB last tranquil years he exercised a 
discreet but real sovereignty over literary Paris, and even after the 
advent of the S3rmbolist8 his rooms in Uie Luxembonrg were as a 
shrine and a place of pilgrimage for many a neophyte of French 
poetry. 

Leconte was in the van of the mid-centory reaction against the 
purely subjective and the missionary elements of Romanticism. His 
foUowers gloried in a stoical or impassive attitude ; and from his 
works the record of intimate joys and sorrows, the strain of argument 
and prophecy, confidences and ejaculations, were conscientiously 
eliminated. His poetry nevertheless is not poor in emotion. If he 
could not always repress a somewhat ferocious hostility to the faith 
of his fathers — which, for example, disfigures his presentment of the 
Middle Ages — this was no doubt, from the standpoint of his austere 
theory of art, a weakness. But, apart from passages in which his 
literary paganism reinforcing the anti-clerical rancour of his time 
found passionate expression, emotions of a more general order and 
therefore consistent with the conditions he imposed upon himself, 
emanate from the characteristic motives of his greater poems. 
From that eternal source of noble song, our mortality and the 
indifference of inanimate nature, he derived the particular melancholy 
which resides in the effort to recover the sense of ruined civilisations. 
HiB poetry is almost a procession of the august^ persuasive or 
hideous shapes with which in diverse climes and ages men have 
clothed the indomitable desire to worship; and his special pathos 
feeds upon the transience of ideals. 

He has been called an epic poet ; but even if he had possessed 
the genius of narrative and his pictures were moving rather than 
successive, the epic spirit is incompatible with an inspiration which 
depends so constantly as his upon learning. Leconte de lisle could 
never be a popular poet^ but he is a representative poet of a time 
in which the noblest minds were most busy with the restoration of 
the past and it seemed essential that art should profit by the pro- 
gress of historical studies. ' But his erudition never obscured lus 
vision : few poets have been more completely concrete in expression 
or possessed a more generous gift of colour. 

As a maker of verse, Leconte de lisle stood at the head of a 
school which proposed to chasten the exuberance of the preceding 
generation, and which did indeed raise the level of technical 
accomplishment considerably. Serenity and amplitude, rather than 
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variety, <^ movement ; exactitude of diction and of rime ; sonority 
and a complete maetery of the rhythmical reaoorces which Roman- 
tidam had added to the Alexandrine, difltingniah all hia writing. 
OccaBionallyy indeed, he overstepped the bounds which Hugo (whom 
he ever loyally owned for his master) had respected in the matter of 
the 'median caumra'; bat his practice was ordinarily sober, with 
some indication of a classical retrogression ; — ^aad he rarely used the 
other lyrical measures whicdi his immediate predecessors had so 
freely explored. 

The works of Leconte de Lisle are publiahed by Lemerre. His 
original poetry (with some critical prose) is contained in the four 
volumes Formes AtUiquet, Poinus Barhares^ Foimes T^agiques^ 
Demiers Fohnu, 

LXXIV 
LSS HURLEUBS 

Le soleil dans las Acts avait noye ses flammes, 
La ville s'endormait aux pieds des monts brumeux. 
Sur de grand rocs Iav6s d'un nuage ^cumeux 
La mer sombre en grondant versait ses hautea lames. 

La nuit multipliait ce long g^missement 5 

Nul astre ne luisait dans rimmensit^ nue ; 
Seule, la lune p41o, en 6cartant la nue, 
Comme une mome lampe oscillait tristement. 

Monde muet, marqu^ d'un signe de col^e. 

Debris d'un globe mort au hasard disperse, 10 

Elle laissait tomber de son orbe glac6 

Un reflet s^pulcral sor Toc^an polaira 

Sans borne, assise au Nord, sous les cieux 6touffants, 
L'Afrique, s'abritant d'ombre dpaisse et de brume, 
Affamait ses lions dans le sable qui fume, 15 

Et couchait pr^ des lacs ses troupeaux d'^lepliants. 

Mais sur 1a plage aride, aux odours insalubres, 
Parmi les ossements de bceufs et de chevaux, 
De maigres chiens, 6par8, allongeant leurs museaux, 
Se lamentaient, poussant des hurlements lugubres. ao 
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La queue en cercle sous leurs ventres palpitants, 
L'oeil dilate, tremblant sur leurs pattes f^briles, 
Accroupis ^ et ]k, tous hurlaient, immobiles, 
Et d'un frisson rapide agit^s par instants. 

L'^cume de la mer collait sur leurs Chines 25 

De longs polls qui laissaient les vert^bres saillir; 
Et quand les flots par bonds les venaient assaillir, 
Leurs dents blanches claquaient sous leurs rouges babines. 

Devant la lune errante aux livides clart^s, 
Quelle angoisse inconnue, au bord des noires ondes, 30 
Faisait pleurer une &ine en vos formes immondes ? 
Pourquoi g^missiez-vous, spectres ^pouvant^s ? 

Je ne sais ; mais, 6 chiens qui hurliez sur les plages, 
Apr6s tant de soleils qui ne reviendront plus, 
J'entends toujours, du fond de mon pass6 confiis, 35 
Le cri d6sesp^r6 de vos douleurs sauvages ! 

[PoiTnee Ba/rba/rea. 

LXXV 

Les Montbeubs 

Tel qu'un mome animal, meurtri, plein de poussidre, 
La chaine au cou, hurlant au chaud soleil d'6t^, 
Prom^ne qui voudra son coeur ensanglant6 
Sur ton pay6 cynique, 6 pl^be camassi^re ! 

Pour mettre un feu sterile en ton ceil h^b^t^, 5 

Pour mendier ton rire ou ta piti6 grossi^e, 
D4chire qui voudra la robe de lumi^re 
De la pudeur divine et de la voluptd. 

Dans mon orgueil muet, dans ma tombe sans gloire, 
Duss^-je m'engloutir poiur I'^temit^ noire, xo 

Je ne te vendrai pas mon ivresse ou mon mal, 

Je ne livrerai pas ma vie 4 tea hu^es, 
Je ne danserai pas sur ton tr^teau banal 
Avec tes histrions et tes prostitutes* 

[Pohnea Ba/rba/rea. 
Q 
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LXXVI 

La Chute dbs ^toiles 

Tombez, d perles d^ou^es, 

P&les etoiles, dans la mer. 

Un brouillard de roses nu^ 

j^meige de I'liorizon clair ; 

A rOrient plein d'^tincelles 5 

Le vent joyeux bat de ses ailes 

L'onde qui brode un vif telair. 

Tombez, 6 perles immortelles, 

P&les 6toiles, dans la mer. 

Plongez sous les ^cumes fratches xo 

De rOc^an myst^rieux. 

La lumifere crible de fltehes 

Le fatte des monts radieux ; 

Mille et mille oris, par fus^s, 

Sortent des bois lourds de ros^ ; 15 

Une musique vole aux cieux. 

Plongez, de larmes arros^es, 

Dans rOc4an mysterieux. 

Fuyez, astres m^lancoliques, 

Paradis lointains encor ! 90 

L'aurore aux l^vres m^talliques 

Rit dans le ciel et prend Tessor; 

EUe se ygt de molles fiammes 

Et sur r^meraude des lames 

Fait p^tiller ses gouttes d'or. 25 

Fuyez, mondes oil vont les ftmes, 

Paradis lointains encor ! 

Allez, 6toiles, aux nuits douces, 

Aux cieux muets de I'Occident 

Sur les feuillages et les mousses ^o 

Le soleil darde un oeil ardent ; 
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Les cer£B, par bonds, dans les valldes, 

Se baignent aux sources troubl^es ; 

Le bruit des homines va grondant. 

Allez, 6 blanches exilees, 35 

Auz cieux muets de TOccident. 

Heureux qui vous suit, clart^s momes, 

O lampes qui versez Toubli ! 

Comme vous, dans I'ombre sans homes, 

Heureux qui roule enseveli ! 40 

Celui-1^ vers la paix s'61ance : 

Haine, amour, larmes, violence, 

Ce qui fut Thomme est aholi. 

Donnez-vous T^temel silence, 

lampes qui versez Toubli ! 45 

[Poimea Ba/rha/rea. 



LXXVII 

Lbs Plaintes du Cyclopb 

Certes, il n'aimait pas k la faQon des hommes, 

Avec des tresses d'or, des roses ou des pommes, 

Depuis que t'ayant vue, 6 fille de la mer, 

Le ddsir le mordit au co&ur d'un trait amer. 

II t'aimait, Galat^, avec des fureurs vraies, 5 

Laissant le lait s'aigrir et s^cher dans les claies, 

Oubliant les brebis laineuses aux pr^ verts, 

Et se souciant peu de I'immense univers. 

Sans trSve ni repos, sur les algues des rives, 

n consumait sa vie en des plaontes naXves, 10 

Interrogeait des flots les volutes d'azur, 

Et suppliait la Nymphe au coBur £rivole et dur, 

Tandis que sur sa tdte, k tout vent expose, 

Le jour versait sa flamme et la nuit sa ros^, 

Et qu'^norme, couch^ sur un roc ^art^, 15 

n disait de son mal la cuisante ftcret^ : 
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— Plus yivB que la oh^vre .ou la fi&re g^nisse, 

Plur blanche que lalait qui caille dans I'^lisse, 

O Galat6e, 6 toi dont la joue et le sein 

Sont fennes et luiaants comme le vert raisin ! ao 

Si je viens k donnir aux cimes de ces roehes, 

A la pointe du pied, furtive, tu m'approches ; 

Mais, sit6t que men ceil s'entr'ouvre, en quelques bonds, 

Tu m'^chappes, cruelle, et fuis aux flots profonds ! 

H^las ! je sais pourquoi tu ris de ma pridre : as 

Je n*ai qu'un seul sourcil sur ma large paupidre, 

Je suis noir et velu comme un ours des forSts, 

Et plus haut que les pins ! Mais, tel que je parais, 

J'ai des brebis par mille, et je les trais moi-m^me ; 

En automne, en 6t6, je bois leur belle crftme ; 30 

Et leur laine moelleuse, en flocons chauds et doux, 

Me rev^t, tout Thiver, de I'^paule aux genoux I 

Je sais jouer encore, 6 Pomme bien-aim6e, 

De la claure syrinx, par mon souffle anim^e : 

Nul Cyclope, habitant Pile aux riches moissons, 35 

N'a tent6 jusqu'ici d'en ^galer les sons. 

Yeux-tu m'entendre, 6 Nymphe, en ma grotte prochaine ? 

Viens, laisse-toi charmer, et renonce k ta haine : 

Viens ! je nourris pour toi, depuis bientdt neuf jours, 

Onze chevreaux tout blancs et quatre petits ours ! 40 

J'ai des lauriers en fleur avec des cyprte grgles, 

Une vigne, une eau vive et des figures nouvelles ; 

Tout cela t'appartient, si tu ne me fids plus t 

Et si j'ai le visage et les bras trop velus, 

Eh bien ! je plongerai tout mon corps dans la fiamme ; 45 

Je brMerai mon oeil qui m'est cher, et mon &me ! 

Si je savais nager, du moins ! Au sein des flots 

J'irais t'offiir des lis et de rouges pavots. 

Mids, vains souhaits! J'en veux k ma m^re; c'est 

eUe 
Qui, me voyant en proie k cette amour mortelle, 50 

D'un r^cit Sequent n'a pas su te toucher. 
Vos coeurs k toutes deux sont dure comme un rocher ! 
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Cyclope, que fais-tu ? tresde en pabt tea corbeilles ; 
Becueille en leur saison le miel de tes abeilles ^ 
Coupe pour tes brebis les feuillages nouveaux, 55 

Et le temps, qui pent tout, emportera tes maiix . — 

C'est ainsi que chantait Tantique Polyph&me; 

Et son amour s'enfuit avee sa chanson mSme, . 

Car les Muses, par qui se tarissent les pleurs, 

Sont le rem^e unique k toutes nos douleurs. 60 

[Poemea Antiques, 



LXXVIII 
MIDI 

Midi, roi des ^t&3, ^pandu sur la plaine, 
Tombe en nappes d'argent des hauteurs du ciel bleu. 
Tout se tait L'air flamboie et brtde sans haleine ; 
La terre est assoupie en sa robe de feu. 

L'^tendue est immense et les champs n'ont point d'ombre, 5 
Et la source est tarie oil buvaient les troupeaux ; 
La lointaine forSt, dont la lisi^re est sombre, 
Dort U^bas, immobile, en un pesant repos. 

Seuls, les grands bl^s mflris, tels qu'une mer dorte, 

Se d^roulent au loin, d^aigneux du sommeil ; 10 

Pacifiques enfants de la terre sacr^e, 

lis ^puisent sans peur la coupe du soleiL 

Parfois, oomme un soupir de leur &me brfllante, 
Du sein des ^pis lourds qui murmurent entre eux, 
Une ondulation majestueuse et lente 15 

S'^veille, et va mourir k Thorizon poudreux. 

Non loin, quelques bceufis blancs,couchte parmi les herbes, 

Bavent avec lenteur sur leurs fanons ^pais, 

Et suivent de leurs yeux languissants et superbes 

Le songe int^rieur qu'ils n'ach^yent jamais. ao 
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Homme, si, le cceur plein de joie ou d'amertume, 
Tu paasais vers midi dans les champs tadieux, 
Fuis ! la nature est vide et le soleil consmne : 
Rien n'est vivant ici, rien n'est triste ou joyeuz. 

Mais si, d^sabus^ des larmes et du rire, as 

Alt^r^ de I'oubli de ce monde agit6, 
Tu yeux, ne sachant plus pardonner ou maudire, 
Godter une supreme et mome volupt^, 

Viens ! Le soleil te parle en paroles sublimes ; 

Dans sa flamme implacable absorbe-toi sans fin ; 30 

Et retoume k pas lents vers les citte infimes, 

Le coeur tremp^ sept fois dans le n^ant divin. 

[Pohnea Antiques. 

LXXIX 

Sacra Fames 

L'immense mer sommeille. EUe hausse et balance 
Ses houles oh le ciel met d'telatants tlota 
Une nuit d'or emplit d'un magique silence 
La merveilleuse horreur de Tespace et des flots. 

Les deux goui&es ne font qu'un ablme sans borne 5 
De tristesse, de paix et d'^blouissement, 
Sanctuaire et tombeau, d^ert splendide et mome 
Ot des millions d'yeux regardent fixement 

Tels, le ciel magnifique et les eaux v^n^rables 
Dorment dans la limii^re et dans la majesty, xo 

Comme si la rumeur des vivants mis^rables 
N'avait trouble jamais leur rdve illimit^ 

Cependant, plein de faim dans sa peau flasque et rude, 
Le sinistre Rddeur des steppes de la mer 
Vient, va, toume, et, flairant au loin la solitude, 15 

Entre-b&ille d'ennui ses m&choires de fer. 
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Certes, il n'a souoi de rimmensit^ bleue, 

Dob Trois Rois, du triangle ou du long Scorpion 

Qui tord dans Tinfini sa flamboyante queue, 

Ni de rOurse qui plonge au clair Septentrion. ao 

n ne sait que la chair qu'on broie et qu'on d^p^, 
Et, toujours absorb^ dans son d^ir sanglant, 
Au fond des masses d'eau lourdes d'une ombre 6paisse 
II laisse error son ceil teme, impassible et lent. 

Tout est vide et muet. Rien qui nage ou qui flotte, 25 
Qui soit vivant ou mort, qu'il puisse entendre ou voir. 
II reste inerte, aveugle, et son grgle pilote 
Se pose pour dormir sur son aileron noir. 

Va, monstre ! tu n'es pas autre que nous ne sommes, 
Plus hideux, plus fSroce, ou plus d^sesp^r^. 30 

Console-toi ! domain tu mangeras des honunes. 
Domain par Thomme aussi tu seras d^vord 

La Faim sacr6e est un long meurtre legitime 
Des profondeurs de Tombre auz cieux resplendissants, 
Et I'homme et le requin, 6gorgeur ou victime 35 

Devant ta fiace, 6 Mort, sent tous deux innocents. 

[Pohnes Tragiques. 



LXXX 

Le Sacrb de Paris 



Paris ! c'est le cent deuxi^me nuit du Si^e, 

Une des nuits du grand Hiver. 
Des murs k Thorizon T^ume de la neige 

S'enfle et roule comme une mer. 

M&ts sinistres dress^ hors de ce flot livide, 
Par endroits, du creux des vallons, 

Quelques grdles clochers, tout noixs sur le ciel vide, 
S'enl^vent, rigides et longa 
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Ljt-bas, palais anciens aemblables k des tombes, 

Bois, villages, jardins, ch&teaux, zo 

Effondr^, 6crBa6a sous Taverse des bombes, 
Fument au falte des coteaux. 

Dans r^troite tranche, entre les parois froides, 

Le givre ^treint de ses plis blancs 
L'oeil inerte, le front bl6me, les membres roides, 15 

La chair dure des morts sai^lants. 

Les balles du Barbare ont trou6 oes poitrines 

Et Tompu ces coeurs g^n^ux. 
La rage du combat gonfie encor leurs narines, 

Us dorment Ik serr^ entre eux. 90 

L'4pre vent qui francliit la coUine et la plaine 

Vient, cbarg^ d'ex6crations, 
De suprdmes fiireurs, de vengeance et de haine, 

Heurter les sombres bastions. 

II flagelle les lourds canons, meute g^ante 35 

Qui veille allong^e aux affiits, 
Et souffle par instants dans leur gueule b^ante 

Qu'il emplit d'un r&le confus. 

n gronde sur I'amas des toits, neigeux d^combre, 

S6pulcre immense et ddjik clos, 30 

Mais d'oii montent encor, lamentables, sans nombre, 
Des murmures faits de sanglots ; 

Ot Tenfant glac^ meurt aux bras des p&les m^res, 

Ot pr^ de son foyer sans pain, 
Le p^re, plein d'horreur et de larmes am^res, 35 

[j^treint une arme dans sa main. 

ii 

Ville auguste, cerveau du monde, orgueil de Thomme, 

Ruche immortelle des esprits, 
Phare allum^ dans Tombre oil sont Athene et Rome, 

Astre des nations, Paris ! 40 
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nef in^branlable aux flots comme aux rafedes, 

Qui, sous le ciel noir ou client, 
Joyeuse, et d^ployant tea voiles triomphales, 

Voguais victorieuseinent ! 

La foudre dans lea yeux et brandissant la pique, 45 

Guerri^re au visage irrit^, 
Qui fis jaillir des plis de ta toge civique 

La victoire et la liberty ! 

Toi qui courais pieds nus, irresistible, agile, 

Far le vieux monde rajeuni ! 50 

Qui, seoouant les rois sur leur tr^teau fragile, 
Chantais, ivre de Tinfini ! 

Nourrice des grands morts et des vivants c^^bres, 

y^n^rable aux si^es jaloux, 
Est-ce toi qui gdmis ainsi dans les t^^bres 55 

Et la face sur les genoux ? 

Vols ! La horde au poil fauve assi^ tes murailles I 

Yil troupeau de sang alt^r^, 
De la sainte patrie ils mangent les entrailles, 

lis bavent sur le sol sacr6 ! 60 

TouB les loups d'outre-Rhin ont m6l6 leurs esp^ces : 

Vandale, Germain et Teuton, 
Ils sont tous Ik, hurlant de leurs gueules ^paisses 

Sous la lani^re et le b&ton. 

Ils brdlent la fordt, rasent la citadelle, 65 

Changent les villes en cbamier ; 
Et Tessaim des corbeaux retoume k tire d'aile, 

Pour etre venu le dernier. 

iii 

Paris, qu'attends-tu ? la famine ou la bonte ? 

Furieuse et cheveux 6pars, 70 

Sous Taiguillon du sang qui dans ton coeur remonte 

Va ! bondis hors de tes remparts ! 
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Enfonce cette tourbe horrible oti tu te rues, 

Frappe, redouble, saigne, mords ! 
Vide BUT eux palftia, maisons, temples et rues: 75 

Que les mourants yengent les morts ! 

Non, non ! tu ne dois pas tomber, Ville sacrto, 

Comme une victime k Tautel; 
Non, non, non ! tu ne peux finir, d6aesp6T6e, 

Que par un combat immorteL 80 

Sur le noir escalier des bastions qu'^ventre 

Le choc rugissant des boulets, 
Lutte ! et rugis aussi, lionne au fond de Tantre, 

Dans la masure et le palaia 

Dans le carrefour plein de bris et de fum^e, 85 

Sur le toit, I'Arc et le clocher, 
AUume pour mourir Taur^ole enflamm^ 

De I'inoubliable biicher. 

Consume tes erreurs, tes fautes, tes ivresses, 

A jamais, dans ce feu si beau, 90 

Pour qu'immortellement, Paris, tu te redresses, 
Imp^rissable, du tombeau ; 

Pour que Thomme futur, ^bloui dans ses veilles 

Par ton sublime souvenir, 
Raconte k d'autres cieux tes antiques merveilles 95 

Que rien ne pourra plus temir; 

Et, saluant ton nom, adorant ton g^nie, 

Quand il fiekudra rompre des fers, 
Offire ta libre gloire et ta grande agonie 

Comme un exemple k Tuniyers. too 

[Poimes Tragiques, 
Jcmvier 1871. 
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CHAELES BAUDELAIRE 

1821-1868 

His father was over sixty wlien Charles Baudelaire was bom — the 
only child of a disproportionate second marriage. The elder Baude- 
laire, who was the son of a small fanner in Champagne, had been 
well educated with a view to ordination and, after a short experience 
as an usher, had filled the post of tutor in a great family, where he 
was liberally treated and acquired fine manners and the doctrine of 
the Encyclopaedists. During the Terror he lived and supported his 
ruined patrons by giving lessons in drawing, an^ is said to have 
saved Condorcet from execution. He held a place in the administra- 
tion of the Senate under the Consulate and the Empire ; had painters 
and men of letters for his friends ; and died not quite six years after 
the poet's birth. 

Charles was only seven when his mother, still quite a young 
woman, married an officer. Major (afterwards Ceneral) Aupick. He 
seems to have taken real interest in his stepson ; but besides the 
natural difficulties of such a situation — for the boy had a lively 
remembrance of his own father — an insurmountable antagonism was 
bound in time tq show itself between a dreamer, impatient of control 
and disdainful of success, and a man of action, ambitious, a dis- 
ciplinarian by temper and professional habit. At two public schools, 
in Lyons and Paris, young Baudelaire won prizes and a reputation 
for general ability : he left Louis-le-Grand abruptly and scandalously. 
His stepfather wished him to enter the diplomatic service : Baudelaire 
refused to do anything but write; and from 1839 to 1841 he led a 
somewhat riotous (and outwardly fruitless) life in Paris, indulging a 
hundred curiosities, among a crew of Bohemians more or less intel- 
lectual; until at last, after an open quarrel with General Aupick, 
his family, in alarm at his spendthrift idleness and the queer company 
he kept, put him on board a merchantman sailing from Bordeaux for 
the Indies under the charge of a friendly captain. It was hoped he 
might be attracted to commerce, or at least come home with a taste 
for some regular way of life ; but the ten months spent at sea and in 
some fortunate island of the tropics only dazzled and hypnotised his 
senses, and provided his enchanted memory with a refuge from the 
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real He returned to Paris on the eve of his majority and, posseased 
of material independence, began that life of stndiona dissipation, of 
feverish labour without fruition, joyless vice, discontent and remorse 
and vagabondage and exasperated idealism, of which the history or 
the legend has been used too often to supply an unedifying com- 
mentary on his writings. 

Between 1842 and 1857 — the great landmark in Baudelaire's 
career — ^lus most notable work was done in art criticism : his ScUont 
of 1845 and 1846 made some stir by their qualities of definiteness, 
absolute candour, technical competence, and by their vehement praise 
of Delacroix and Haussoullier. Here and there he contributed also 
a few poems, weird Hoffinannesque tales and literary articles to the 
reviews. A conscientious study on the 'philosophy of love' and 
several dramas (among which L^Ivroffne promised to be the most 
characteristic) never got beyond the stage of fragments. From 1852 
onwards he devoted much time to the interpretation of Edgar Allan 
Poe. But before the publication of Lcb Fleurs du Mai Baudelaire 
was better known than his writings to literary Paris — ^known as a 
dandy of immaculate and imperturbable exterior, an ironist and 
mystifier in his talk, a night-bird insatiable in the pursuit of singular 
experiences, — and as the lover of a worthless and crapulous woman 
of colour, Jeanne Duval, who made him wretched and to whom he 
showed inexhaustible kindness. In 1848 he had thrown himself 
blindly into politics and started a ' Christian democratic ' sheet which 
lasted for a few weeks ; but a little later he accepted the manage- 
ment of a conservative paper in the provinces! He was soon 
discharged, and from the Coup <r£tat onwards took no more interest 
in public afi&iirs. 

In 1853 Baudelaire published his translation of The Xaven, which 
had been heralded by a remarkable article on Poe's life and writings 
in La Revue de Paris ; two volumes of Poe's Tales, turned into a 
French prose which is allowed to surpass the original, were brought 
out in 1856 and 1857. In this latter year, a friend who had set up 
a publishing business in a provincial town produced Les Flewn du 
Mai. A collection of Baudelaire's poems had been curiously expected 
by a small number of intellectual men ; the book drew praise, not 
unreserved, but warm and candid, from Hugo and Oautier, Sainte- 
Beuve and Barbey d'Aurevilly, E. Deschamps and Flaubert and 
other writers of worth : the public would probably have ignored it 
but for the prosecution of the author. The government of December 
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had recently ahown its solicitode for propriety in print in the matter 
of Madame. Bcvary : its action in Baudelaire's case was more snocess- 
fol and assuredly better grounded; the six pieces ordered to be 
suppressed are by no means among the best in the volume, and the 
lubricity of two or three at least (though manifestly not of a market- 
able variety) throws their other qualities into the shade. 

For a short period Baudelaire's life now became more regular and 
his activity more fruitful. He was reconciled with his mother, 
General Aupick being dead. In spite of premature infirmities, his 
debts and the exactions of usurers, the bankruptcy of his publisher 
and the reluctance of editors to take the work of a poet who had 
appeared in the police-courts, he laboured courageously and produced 
no small quantity of prose and verse in the next four years. His 
wonderful PetiU poimes en pro»e^ familiar, metaphysical, allegorical 
and grotesque, were printed in various reviews; he continued his 
translation of Foe, for whose hysterical genius he had so long felt a 
mysterious sympathy ; he added some exquisite pieces to Les Fleura 
du Mai in view of a second edition which eventually appeared in 
1861 ; and he published a strange farrago called Le$ FaradU ariv- 
ficieU in 1859, founded largely on experiments with haschisch (a 
soporific decoction of Indian hemp) and the reading of De Quincey's 
Opifum-EaUr^ which he partly translated. He distbguished himself 
also as one of the earliest champions of Richard Wagner; became 
interested in the grun talent of the well-known draughtsman and war 
correspondent Constantin Ouys; wrote some valuable papers on 
contemporary poets which, after appearing in a review, were incor- 
porated with Cr^pet's great historical anthology Lu PoHeifrtm^aU ; 
— and conceived the singular ambition of entering the French 
Academy. He was twice a candidate — the second time for the chair 
of Lacordaire I — but was persuaded on each occasion to withdraw ; 
and the best result of this aberration was a brief but pleasant inter* 
course with Alfred de Vigny in his last days. 

Baudelaire's last books were translations of Poe which appeared in 
1864 and 1865. In the former year he left FaniB for Brussels with 
the idea of paying his debts by profits from lectures. His success as 
a lecturer on Gautier and Ddacroix was short-lived ; diBagreements 
and misunderstandings with the agents left him penmless, hopeless 
and ailing. He founded new hopes on a book about Belgium, and 
took copious notes, and made many journeys up and down a country 
in iHiieh almost everything and every one exasperated him. His 
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health broke down entirely ; alcohol, narcotics and moral and material 
insolation did the rest. In the spring of 1866 he had a paralytic 
stroke in a church at Namor and was taken back, henceforth speech- 
less, to Brussels. He lingered for more than a year, tenderly nursed 
by Madame Aupick, and died in a private hospital in Pftris. 

The miserable life of Baudelaire does not account for the sinister 
inspiration of Lei Fleurs du Mat. But he was bom with a fatal 
avidity for sensations, and an intense consciousness of being irre- 
mediably alone. Given his genius, the infirmity of his will, an 
idealism which excluded all compromise, refused to take life as it 
came and constantly confronted his failures with an heroical second 
self, the course he ran and the poetry he made seem both to proceed 
from these two unhappy distinctions. His irony and his cynicism — 
the armour he wore against the importunity of the self-complacent 
and the temptations of an easy expansiveness — hardly detract from 
the desperate sincerity which is the final impression of his verse. 
He made himself the centre of the world; but there was in him 
an aristocracy which forbade the mercenary sob, the disorder, the 
revolted egoism of the debased romantic temper. Baudelaire was 
besieged by images of corruption and by a vision, partly a memory, 
of some material paradise; or rather, the sensation of death, the 
homesickness for an exotic bliss, are the poisonous excitants that 
continually sting all his faculties of perception at once — shearing, 
touch, smell as well as sight ; and this is so rare among the poets 
that his merely visual power seems by comparison ordinary. The 
interchange of sensations with which Symbolism has made us familiar 
is a very frequent process of BaudeLnre's: his authority with the 
Symbolists has been immense, in some degree through a real afl^ty 
(a common fastidium), more perhaps by accidental associations and 
actual misunderstanding : for his genius, upon the whole, is expres- 
sive rather than suggestive— he evokes the objects of sensation by 
naming them, rather than by naming other things ; — and indeed we 
might go farther and say without much exaggeration that his art 
had many classical elem^ts. 

His verse (if we except what Qautier called his 9onneU Itbertim) 
is scrupulously correct. In Lea Fleurs du Mai the romantic type of 
Alexandrine is frequent, but it does not prevail : the rime is more 
often curious than rich : the general effects are solidity, logic, 
amplitude, volume, density. He loved long words ; he used asson- 
ance before that subsidiary charm became common. Baudelaire 
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belongs to the type of artists who conceive easily and bring forth 
with angoish. Hence a certain langaor and oppressiveness, and the 
extreme importance of details : hence also, here and there, a formality 
which some critics have not hesitated to brand as prosaicism. 

Baudelaire b morbid, if excessive unhappiness is morbidity. He 
is also virila The two things must be conciliated somehow. The 
little Baudelairiens who have an itch to seem satanic take trouble to 
be morbid and (superfluously) to be epicene. Unhappy, and virile, 
and sincere, and an artist — but no epithets will serve to draw him 
from his insulation. One thing should be added — his inspiration is 
essentially Christian : only a believer can blaspheme. 

Charles Baudelaire's works and translations fill six volumes 
{Edition definitive — Cahnann L^vy, 1868-1870). Many prose frag- 
ments, notably two curious diaries, are to be read in M. K Cr^pet's 
Baudelaire Posthume, published in 1887. The poems excluded from 
Les Fleurs du Mai have been reprinted under the title Le8 £pavet. 



LXXXI 
PRI^FACE 

La sottise, I'erreur, le p^h^, la lysine, 
Occupent nos esprits et travaillent nos corps, 
Et nous alimentons nos aimables remords, 
Comme les mendiants nourrissent lour vermine. 

Nos p^ch& sent tdtus, nos repentirs sent l&ches ; 5 

Nous nous faisons payer grassement nos aveux, 
Et nous rentrons galment dans le chemin bourbeux, 
Croyant par do vils pleurs laver toutes nos taches. 

Sur Toreiller du mal c'est Satan Trismegiste 

Qui berce longuement notre esprit enchant^, zo 

Et le riche m^tal de notre volontd 

Est tout vaporish par ce savant chimista 

Cost le Diable qui tient les fils qui nous remuent ! 
Aux objets r^pugnants nous trouvons des appas ; 
Chaque jour vers I'enfer nous descendons d'un pas, 15 
Sans honour, k travers des tdn^bres qui puent. 
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Ainsi qu'un d^baach^ pauvre qui baise at mange 

Le sein martyrise d'une antique catin. 

Nous volons au passage un plaisir clandestin 

Que nous pressons bien fort comme une vieille orange, ao 

Serr6, fourmillant, comme un million d'helminthes, 
Dans nos cerreaux ribote un peuple de Demons, 
Et, quand nous respirons, la Mort dans nos poumons 
Descend, fleuve invisible, avec de sourdes plaintes. 

Si le viol, le poison, le poignard, Tincendie, 9$ 

N'ont pas encor brod6 de leurs plaisants dessins 

Le canevas banal de nos piteux destins^ 

Cest que notre &me, h^las I n'est pas assez bardie. 

Mais parmi les chacals, les panth^es, les lices, 
Les singes, les scorpions, les vautours, les serpents, 30 
Les monstres glapissants, hurlants, grognants, rampants 
Dans la menagerie in&me de nos vices, 

II en est un plus laid, plus mtehant, plus immonde ! 
Quoiqu'il ne pousse ni grands gestes ni grands cris, 
n ferait volontiers de la terre un debris 35 

Et dans un b&iUement avalerait le monde ; 

Cest TEnnui ! — ^L'oeil charg^ d'un pleur involontaire, 
II rSve d'^chafauds en fumant son houka. 
Tu le connais, lecteur, ce monstre d^licat, 
— ^Hypocrite lecteur, — ^mon semblable, — ^mon fr^re. 40 

[Spleen et Idial. 

LXXXII 

J'aime le souvenir de ces epoques nues 

Dont Phoebus se plaisait k dorer les statues. 

Alors Thomme et la femme en leur agiUt^ 

Jouissaient sans mensonge et sans anxi^td, 

Et, le ciel amoureux leur caressant T^chine, 45 

Exer^aient la sant^ de leur noble machine. 

Cyb^e alors, fertile en produits g^n^reux, 

Ne trouvait point see fils un poids trop on6reux, 
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Mais^ louye au ccBur gonfl^ de tendresses communes, 
Abreuvait runiyers k ces t^tines brunes. zo 

Lliomme ^l^ant, robuste et fort, avait le droit 
D'etre fier des beautte qui le nommaient leur roi ; 
Fruits purs de tout outrage et yierges de ger^ures, 
Dont la chair lisse et ferme appelait les morsures I 

Le Foete aujourd'hui, quand il yeut conceyoir %$ 

Ces natiyes grandeurs, aux lieux oil se font yoir 

La nudity de Thomme et celle de la femme, 

Sent un froid t^n^breuz enyelopper son fane 

Deyant ce noir tableau plein d'^pouyantement. 

O monstruositte pleurant leur ygtement ! m 

O ridicules troncs ! torses dignes des masques ! 

pauyres corps tordus, maigres, yentrus ou flasques, 

Que le dieu de ITJtile, implacable et serein, 

Enfants, emmaillotta dans ses langes d'airain ! 

Et youB, femmes, hdlas I p&les ayec des cierges, 95 

Que ronge et que nourrit la d^bauche, et yous, yierges, 

Du yice matemel tralnant Yh6r6^t6 

Et toutes les hideurs de la fecondit^ ! 

Nous ayons, il est yrai, nations corrompues, 

Aux peuples anciens des beauts inconnues : 90 

Des yisages rong& par les chancres du coeur, 

Et comme qui dirait des beauts de langueur ; 

Mais ces inyentions de nos muses tardiyes 

N'empdcheront jamais les races maladiyes 

De rendre k la jeunesse un hommage profond, 55 

— A la sainte jeunesse, k Tair simple, au doux £ront, 

A Toeil limpide et clair ainsi qu'une eau courante, 

Et qui ya r^pandant sur tout, insouciante 

Comme Tazur du oiel, les oiseaux et les fleursy 

Ses parfums, ses chansons et ses douces chaleurs. 40 
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LXXXIII 
PaBFUM ExOTIQtJS 

Quand, les deux yeux ferm^, en un soir cliaud d'autoinne, 
Je respire I'odeur de ton sein chaleurenx, 
Je Tois se d^rouler des rivages heureux 
Qu'^blouissent lee feux d'un soleU monotone; 

Une tie paresseuse oil la nature donne 
Des arbres singuliers et des fruits sayoureux ; 
Des homines dont le corps est mince et vigoureux, 
Et des femmes dont roeil par sa franchise 6tonne. 

Guid6 par ton odeur vers de charmants cUmats, 

Je Yois un port rempli de voiles et de m&ts i 

Encor tout fatigu^ par la vague marine, 

Pendant que le parfum des verts tamariniers, 

Qui circule dans I'air et m'enfle la narine, 

Se mfile dans mon &me au chant des mariniers. 

[SpUen et IdSal. 

LXXXIV 

Unb Chaboqne 

Rappelez-vous I'objet que nous vlmes, mon ftme, 

Ce beau matin d'^t^ si doux : 
Au detour d'un sentier une charogne inf&me 

Sur un lit sem6 de cailloux, 

Les jambes en I'air, comme une femme lubrique, 

Brtdante et suant les poisons, 
Ouvrait d'une fa9on nonchalante et cynique 

Son ventre plein d'exhalaisons. 

Le soleil rayonnait sur cette pourriture, 

Comme afin de la cuire k point, 
Et de rendre au o^ituple k la grande Nature 

Tout ce qu^ensemble elle avait joint; 
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Et le ciel regardait la carcasse saperbe 

Comme une fleur s'^panouir. 
La puanteur ^tait si forte^ que sur Therbe 15 

Vous crtttes vous ^vanouir. 

Les inouches bourdonnaient sur ce ventre putride, 
D'oti sortaient de noirs bataillons 

De larves, qui coulaient comme un 6pais liquide 

Le long de ces vivants haillons. m 

Tout cela descendait, montait comme une vague, 

Ou s'^lan^ait en p^tillant ; 
On eiit dit que le corps, enfld d'un souffle vague, 

Vivait en se multipliant. 

Et ce monde rendait une Strange musique, 35 

Comme I'eau courante et le vent, 

Ou le grainqu'un vanneur d'un mouvement rhy thmique 
Agite et toume dans son van. 

Les formes s'effagaient et n'^taient plus qu'un rdve, 

ITne ^bauche lente k venir 30 

Sur la toile oubli6e, et que Tartiste achdve 
Seulement par le souvenir. 

Derri^re les rochers une chienne inqui^te 

Nous regardait d'un air fftch6, 
ISpiant le moment de reprendre au squelette 35 

Le morceau qu'elle avait l&ch6. 

— Et pourtant vous serez semblable k cette ordure, 

A cette horrible infection, 
J^toile de mes yeux, soleil de ma nature, 

Yoiis, mon ange et ma passion ! 40 

Oui ! telle vous serez, 6 la reine des grftces, 

Aprte les demiers sacrements, 
Quand vous irez, sous Therbe et les floraisons grasses, 

Moidr parmi les ossementa 
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Alors, 6 ma beauts I dites k la vermine 45 

Qui vous mangera da baisero, 
Que j'ai gard6 la fonne et reeaence divine 

De mes amoun dfoompofite I 

[Spleen et Iddal. 

LXXXV 

loB BsAU Natibx 

Je veux te raconter, 6 moUe enchanteresse ! 
Les diverses beautte qui par^it ta jeunesse ; 

Je veux te peindre ta beauts, 
Oil renfanoe s'allie k la maturity. 

Quand tu vas balayant I'air de ta jupe large, 5 

Tu fais Teffet d'un beau vaiaseau qui piend le large, 

Chaig^ de toile, et va roulaat 
Suiyant un rhythme doux, et paresseux, et lent. 

Sur ton cou laige et rond, sur tea ^paules grasses, 

Ta tdte se pavane avec d'^tranges grftces ; 10 

D'un air pladde et triomphant 
Tu passes ton chemin, majestueuse enfant. 

Je yeux te raconter, 6 molle enchanteresse t 
Les diverses beaut^s qui parent ta jeunesse ; 

Je veux te peindre ta beaute, 15 

Oil I'enfanoe s'allie k la maturity. 

Ta gorge qui s'avance et qui pousse la moire, 
Ta gorge triomphaate est une belle armoire 
Dont les panneaux bombte et olairs 
Comme les boucliers acorochent des Eclairs ; ao 

Boucliers provoquants, armte de pointes roses ! 
Armoire k doux secrets, pleine de bonnes chosee, 

De vins, de parfums, de liqueurs 
Qui feraient d^lirer les cerveaux et les ooeurs i 
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Quand tu vas balayant Tair de ta jupe large, ss 

Tu fais Teffet d'un beau vaiaseau qui prend le large, 

Ohajfg^ de toile, et va roulant 
Suivant un rhythme doux, et paieaeeux, et lent. 

Tea nobles jambes, sous les volants qu'elles chassent, 
Tourmentent les dteirs obsours et les agaoent, 30 

Comme deux sordires qui font 
Toumer un philtre noir dans un vase profond. 

Tea bras, qui se joueraient des pr^coces Hercules, 
Sont des boas luisants les solides ^mules, 

Faits pour serrer obstin^ment, 35 

Comme pour Timprimer dans ton cceur, ton amant. 

Sur ton cou large et rond, sur tes ^paules grasses, 
Ta t6te se pavane avec d'etranges grftces; 

D'un air placide et triomphant 
Tu passes ton chemin, majestueuse enfemt. 40 

[Spleen et IdUaL 

LXXXVI 
L'iBRiPARABLE 

PouYons-nous ^touffer le vieux, le long Remords, 

Qui vit, s'l^te et se tortille 
Et se nourrit de nous comme le ver des morts, 

Comme du ch6ne la chenille ? 
PouYons-nous ^touffer I'implacable Remords ? 5 

Dans quel philtre, dans quel vin, dans quelle tisane, 

Noierons-nous oe vieil ennemi, 
Destructeur et gourmand comme la courtisane. 

Patient comme la fourmi ? 
Dans quel philtre? — dans quelYint—dansquelle tisane? zo 

Dis-le, belle sorcidre, oh 1 dis, si tu le sais, 

A cet esprit combl^ d'angoisse 
Et pareil au mourant qu'6crasent les bless^, 

Que le sabot du oheval firoisse; 
Dis-le, belle sorci^re, oh ! dis, si tu le sais, 15 
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A cet agonisant que le loup d6jk flaire 

Et que surveille le corbeau, 
A 06 soldat bris6 ! s'il faut qu'il d^sespdre 

D'avoir sa croix et aon tombeau ; 
Ce pauvre agonisant que d6jk le loup flaire ! 90 

Peut-on illuminer un ciel bourbeux et noir ? 

Peut-on d^hirer des t^n^bres 
Plus denses que la poiz, sans matin et sans soir, 

Sans astres, sans telaiis fun^bres ? 
Peut-on illuminer un ciel bourbeux et noir ? 25 

L'Esp^rance qui brille aux carreaux de TAuberge 

Est souffl^e, est morte & jamais ! 
Sans lune et sans rayons, trouver oil Ton heberge 

Les martyrs d'un chemin mauvais I 
Le Diable a tout eteint aux carreaux de TAuberge ! 30 

Adorable sorci^re, aimes-tu les damn^s ? 

Dis, connais-tu I'irremissible ? 
Connais-tu le Remords, aux traits empoiaonn^, 

A qui notre coeur sert de cible ? 
Adorable sorci^re, connais-tu les damn^ ? 35 

L'irr^parable ronge avec sa dent maudite 

Notre &me, piteux monument, 
Et souvent il attaque, ainsi que le termite, 

Par la base le b&timent. 
L'irr^parable ronge avec sa dent maudite ! 40 



u 

J'ai Yu parfois, au fond d'un thefttre banal 

Qu'enflammait Torchestre sonore, 
Une fie allumer dans un ciel infernal 

Une miraculeuse aurore ; 
J'ai vu parfois, au fond d'un th^tre banal 45 

Un Stre, qui n'6tait que lumi^re, or et gaze, 
Terrasser T^norme Satan ; 
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Mais mon coeur, que jamais ne Tisite Teztase, 

Est un th6&tre oil Ton attend 
Toujours, toujours en vain, Tlltre auz ailes de gasse. 50 

[Spleen et IdAoL 

LXXXVII 

Le Yin ds TAssassin 

Ma femme est morte, je suis libre ! 
Je puis done boire tout mon sotd. 
Lozsque je rentrais sans un sou, 
Ses oris me d^chiraient la fibre. 

Autant qu'un roi je suis heureux ; 5 

L'air est pur, le ciel admirable . . . 
Nous avions un &\A semblable 
Lorsque je deyins amoureux ! 

L'horrible soif qui me d^chire 

Aurait besoin pour s'assouvir 10 

D'autant de vin qu'en pent tenir 

Son tombeau ;— ce n'est pas peu dire. 

Je Tai jette au fond d'un puits, 

Et j'ai mdme pouss^ sur elle 

Tons les pavte de la margella 15 

— Je Toublierai si je le puis ! 

Au nom des serments de tendresse 

Dont ri^i ne pent nous duller, 

Et pour nous r^concilier 

Comme au beau temps de notre ivresse, m 

J'implorai d'elle un rendez-vous 

Le soir, sur une route obscure. 

Elle y yint I — ^foUe creature ! 

Nous sommes tous plus ou moins fous ! 

EUe 6tait encore jolie, 95 

Quoique bien fatigu^e 1 et moi, 
Je I'aimai trop ! voiUb pourquoi 
Je lui dis : Sors de cette vie ! 
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Nul ne peut me comprendie. Un seul 
Parmi ces ivrognes stupides 30 

Songea-t-il dans ses nuits morbideB 
A faire du vin un linceul ? 

Cette crapule invulnerable 

Comme lee machines de far 

Jamais, ni V6t6 ni I'hiver, 3S 

N'a oonnu Tamour veritable, 

Avec ses noirs enchantements, 
Son cortege infernal d'alarmes, 
Ses fioles de poison, ses larmes, 
Ses bruits de chatne et d'ossements ! 40 

— Me voilk libre et solitaire ! 
Je serai ce soir ivre mort : 
Alors, sans peur et sans remord, 
Je me coucherai sur la terre, 

Et je dormirai comme un chien I 45 

Le chariot aux lourdes roues 
Charge de pierres et de boues, 
Le wagon enrag^ peut bien 

;^craser ma t£te coupable 

Ou me couper par le milieu, 50 

Je m'en moque conmie de Dieu, 

Du Diable ou de la Sainte Table ! 

[Le Vin, 



LXXXVIII 

La BjiATRicB 

Dans des terrains oendreux, calcines, sans verdure, 
Comme je me plaignais tui jour k la nature, 
Et que de ma pens^e, en vaguant au hasard, 
J'aiguisais lentement sur mon coeur le poignard, 
Je vis en plein midi descendre sur ma t£te 
Un nuage funibre et gros d'une tempfite, 
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Qui portait iin troupeau de demons vicieuz, 

Semblables k des nains cruels et ouiieux. 

A me consid^rer froidement ils se mirent, 

Et, comme des passants sur un fou qu'ils admirent, xo 

Je les entendis rire et chuchoter entre eux, 

En ^changeant maint signe et maint clignement d'yeuz : 

— ' Contemplons k loisir cette caricature 

Et cette ombre d'Hamlet imitant sa posture, 

Le regard indteis et les cheveux au yent. 15 

N'est-ce pas grand' piti6 de voir ce bon viyant, 

Ce gueux, cet histrion en vacances, ce dr6le, 

Parce qu'il sait jouer artistement son rdle, 

Youloir int^resser au chant de ses douleurs 

Les aigles, les grillons, les ruisseaux et les fleurs, 30 

Et mSme k nous, auteurs de ces vieilles rubriques, 

Rteiter en hurlant ses tirades publiques ? ' 

J'aurais pu (mon orgueil aussi haut que les faonts 

Domine la nu^e et le cri des demons) 

D^toumer simplement ma tdte souveraine, 35 

Si je n'eusse pas vu parmi leur troupe obscene, 

Crime qui n'a pas £ait chanceler le soleil ! 

La reine de mon coeur au regard nonpareil 

Qui riait avec eux de ma sombre d6tresse 

Et leur versait parfois quelque sale caresse. 30 

[Flewra dti Mai. 
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LfiON DIERX 

1838 

BoBN like his master at B^unicm, M. L^n Dierz receiTed his early 
education in that island, came to IVuris for higher studies, and subse- 
quently entered the Education Office. Foime» et Podgies appeared in 
1864, and he was well represented in the original PamasH Contem- 
porain. Les Levres Clo$e$ followed in 1867, Paroles cPun Vainou just 
after the War, Les Atnants in 1879. He has published little or no 
new poetry for some years. 

Among the less conspicuous followers of Leconte de Lisle, M. Dierz 
is distinguished as an admirable craftsman, especially ardent in the pur- 
suit of melodious effects. He has a discreet^ not too impassive, personal 
manner, the gift of winning sympathy by hardly suggesting an intimate 
disquietude and disillusion stoically contained; and a voluptuous, 
a tropical languor in his interpretation of life. In the Parnassian 
group he stood near Villiers, Mallarm^ and Verlaine: by several of his 
qualities as an artist^ he anticipates Samain — a more effective poet. 

His complete works are in two volumes (Baris, Lemerre). 

LXXXIX 

JOURN^E D'HiVER 

Ce matin, nul rayon n'a p6n^tr6 la brume, 
Et le Iftche soleil est mont6 sans rien voir. 
Aujourd'hui, dans mes yeux, nul d^ir ne s'allume ; 
Songe au prteent, mon ftme, et cesse de vouloir ! 

Le vieil astre s'^teint comme un bloc sur Tenclume, 5 

Et rien n'a rejailli sur les rideaux du soir. 
Je sombre tout entier dans ma propre amertume ; 
Songe au pass^, mon ftme, et vois comme il est noir ! 

Les anges de la nuit tratnent leurs lourds suaires ; 

Ds ne suspendront pas leurs lampes au plafond ; zo 

Mon ftme, songe k ceux qui sans pleurer s'en vont ! 

Songe aux 6choB muets des anciens sanctuaires ! 

S^pulcre aussi, rempli de cendres jusqu'aux bords, 

Mon ftme, songe ft Tombre, au sommdl, songe aux morts ! 

[Lea Livrea Claaea. 
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SULLY-PRUDHOMME 

1839-1907 

RjEN^FBANgois-ABMAND FftUDHOMME, the 8on of a mercliant, was 
bom in Faris and educated at the Lyc4e Condorcet. He tried two 
professions, engineering and the law, but found neither congenial ; 
and haying some means, he early determined to devote himself wholly 
to letters. The appearance of his first volume, Stances et PoSnes 
(1865), coincided with the formation of the Parnassian group ; and 
finding himself in general sjrmpathy with the aims of Leconte de 
Lisle, he took a prominent place among the contributors to Le Par- 
naste. The year after, Les J&prewvu followed Stance* et Podnes: 
together with miscellaneous lyrics the collection contains a fine effort 
in imaginative satire, Les £curte8 cPAttgicu, and a number of sketches 
suggested by Italian travel Lea Solitudes (1869), Impressions de 
Guerre, Les Destine (1872), Vaims Tendresses (1875), further defined 
the original bent of his talent, which unites a refined sense of form 
with systematic thought. In 1869 a remarkably sympathetic and 
luminous rendering into French verse of the first book of Lucretius 
prepared the way for two long philosophical poems, La Justice and 
Le Bonhewr^ which appeared in 1878 and in 1888 respectively. In 
recent years SuUy-Prudhomme, who became an Academician in 1881, 
wrote comparatively little poetry. His prose writings include an 
important treatise on artistic expression, another (of a moderately 
conservative tendency) on versification, afterwards incorporated in a 
more general work, Mon Testament podtique ; and some papers on 
Pascal contributed to La Bevue des Deux Mondes in 1895. 

As a poet SuUy-Pirudhomme is always interesting, and sometimes 
exquisite ; he has dignity, conspicuous sincerity and a grave respect 
for his art, to the theory of which he devoted much attention. In 
many of his shorter poems, and in the general conception of Le 
BonheuTy he displayed a genuine power of allegorical invention and 
much felicity in choosing sensible shapes for moral and metaphysical 
ideas, though too often his metaphors want spontaneity, as if the poet 
could not forget that they are metaphors. He is impersonal and im- 
passive, according to the Parnassian formula: that is to say, he 
endeavoured to see things 'as they are'; his themes are objective; his 
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agnosticism and pervading sadness are serene and without ranoonr. 
Tlie humanitarian strain in Sully-Ftudhomme recalls Victor de 
Laprade, who was, like him, what is emphatically called a thinker. 
Possessed of solid scientific attainments and the true philosophical 
temper, Bully-Prudhomme accomplished ^something of a feat in 
versifying a body of thought which would have claimed attention 
even in prose ; for his analysis of the idea of justice, for instance, 
is lucid, precise, orderly and original. And he was a genuine poet as 
well as a genuine thinker : unfortunately the philosopher in him is 
too often sepajrable from the artist^ and the disparity between the 
solid doctrine and the somewhat precious forms in which he 
chose to convey it does ii^ustice to both characters. It is, in fact, 
too late in the day for a philosophical poetry, and we are fatally 
conscious of a double aim. 

(EuwespoHiques de Sullff-Prudhomme : Volumes i.-v. (1865-1888) : 
Lemerre. 

XC 

Lb Va£ie bbis^ 

Le vase oh meurt cette verveine 
D'un coup d'^ventail fut fel6 ; 
Le coup dut effleurer k peine : 
Aucun bruit ne Ta r^v^le. 

Mais la Ughre meurtrissure, 5 

Mordant le cristal chaque jour, 
D'une marche invisiUe et stlre 
En a fait lentement le tour. 

Son eau fratche a fui goutte k goutte, 

Le sue des fleurs s'est ^puis6 ; zo 

Personne encore ne s'en doute; 

N'y touchez pas : il est bris^. 

Souvent aussi la main qu'on aime, 
Effleurant le ooeur, le meurtrit ; 
Puis le coeur se fend de lui-mSme, 15 

La fleur de son amour p^rit ; 
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Toujours intact aux yeuz du monde, 

n sent croitre et pleurer tout baa 

Sa blessure fine et profonde ; 

II est bris^ : n'y touchez pas. ao 

[StoMcea : La Vie int^rieura 



xci 

VOIX DX LA TeRRE 

Tu montes vaanement, 6 vivante marto, 
De tons les cris humains par la terre pousste ! 
Centre les fiers aoleils, vagabonde 6gsa6e, 
Tes flots aigus se sent vainement ^mousste ! 

Tu n'es par aucun d'eux au passage aocueillie ; 5 

Tu peux longtemps encor dans Tinfini oourir : 
Cbaque ^toile k son tour par ta houle assaillie 
La sent glisser k peine et dans la nuit mourir. 

Quand pour Tune tu fuis, au loin diminu^e. 
Pour une autre d6jk tu grandis ; mais toujours to 
Ton douloureux concert de plainte et de hu^ 
Dans son ascension trouve les astres sourds ! 

Pourtant reste fiddle k la recherche errante : 
Peut-Stre existe-t-il, plus haut encore aux cieux, 
Une sphere moins sourde et moins indiff(6rente 15 
Qui t'est moins ^trangdre et te comprendra mieux. 

[Le B(mheu/r, ill 
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PAUL VERLAINE 

1844-1896 

He was bom at Metz in Lorraine. His family came from the 
Belgian Ardennes, but his father was a French captain of engineers. 
He had a classical education in Paris ; was for some time a derk, 
first in an insurance office and then in the Civil Service; and as a 
stripling began to frequent the 'Parnassian' group of poets. He 
married, unhappily, in 1870, adhered to the Commune, travelled 
with the youthful Arthur Rimbaud and, at Brussels, was tried and 
sentenced to two years' imprisonment for shooting his friend in a 
drunken quarrel His sincere (if only poetically fruitful) conversion 
in the gaol at Mons is the most significant event of his life, which is 
only too well known. Yerlaine's improvidence and waywardness and 
vices— drink was the most disastrous of them — ^have been probably 
exaggerated and certainly exploited by friends and enemies. For some 
time he was an usher in England, and towards the end of his career he 
gave lectures in Belgium, Holland, the French provinces, England, 
and contributed to respectable reviews. He spent years, on and oflf, 
in the hospitals of Paris ; and died in squalid surroundings at the 
beginning of 1896. Rags and beggary, a reedy will and a tender 
heart, childish inconsequence and a childlike faith and an unreason- 
able cheerfulness which seldom deserted him in gaol or tavern or sick- 
ward — these things make of 'Poor Lelian' an almost legendary 
figure, not unlovable, which falls readily into its place in a subordinate 
tradition of French literature, the tradition of riming vagabondage 
begun by Rutebeuf and Villon and carried on from Villon to 
Mathurin R^gnier, from R^gnier to Piron and from Piron to more 
than one singer of our day. 

Verlaine's rank as a poet is still hotly disputed. The phrase 'a 
transitional PSBimassian ' defines him aptly, at least on the formal side 
of his art While immensely influenced from boyhood by Le$ FUwn 
du Malf he began by accepting the ideal of Leconte de Lisle and his 
disciples — the exact and impassive record of concrete sensations in 
metallic, irreproachable verse. Later, an inevitable reaction claimed 
him : he became emphatically a penonal lyrist^ and for Verlaine 
personality was perhaps rather the old romantic egoism, with an 
added candour, than the waste of evanescent moods which the typical 
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symbolist 'evokes' hj obscure and singular associations with the 
sensible world. Yet he may fairly be said to have first, among French 
poets, recognised the whole charm of the word half spoken. A real 
master of expression, who quite evidently thought in verse, he often 
preferred to ntggett merely, and he carried the semblance of a fluid 
artlessness in discourse to the frontiers of genius and insipidity. His 
verse is of very various quality. Much or most of it is not only firm 
and regular, but rigorous ; and when he chooses to be demure, his 
sober utterance has almost the virtues of Racine's, without the pride 
of carriage. Bacine alone, and possibly Lamartine, can match his 
natural sensitiveness to the merely sonorous value of words — ^a gift 
he presumed on. Not all his experiments with harmony and rhythm 
(assonance encroaching upon the prerogatives of rime, lines docked of 
a syllable to disconcert the ear, etc.) are happy. Their common 
tendency is towards equivocation. But in general his form is respectful 
of traditions, even when they rely on conventions grown hollow; and 
he carried the dislocation of the Alexandrine, in particular, no farther 
really than the stage it had reached before him, in which a new 
rhythm is still marriageable with the old. Verhune has often attained 
an aerial tenderness, and as often sunk to an earthiness and triviality, 
which are equally characteristic. He had the secret of faltering with 
grace, and he is less intellectually clear than emotionally simple. 
Celare artem was his sovereign art. 

Principal Works :—Poimes Satumiens (1866) ; Le$ FStes Galantea 
(1869); La Banm Cha/Mcm (1870); Bcmanees aans Paroles (1874, 
at Sens) ; Sagesse (1881) ; Jadts et Nagwhrt (1884) ; Anwwr (1888) ; 
FaxoMXetMnJt (1889) ; B(mkffun^ (1891) ; GhaaMcms pour File (1893) ; 
Lea Invectives (ipOBthxaaoua) ; (Euvres Fotthumes (1903). In Prose: 
Le» poites mawiiUy Louise Leclercq, Memoires dHun veuf^ Mes Htpi- 
tanx, Mes FrisoTis, The complete works have been published in five 
volumes (Paris : librairie Yanier). M. Edmond Lepelletier's book, 
Faul Feriainey sa vie, son oeuvre (F^ris, 1907), has now been translated 
into English. 

XCII 

R^IQNATION 

Tout enfant, j'allais rdvant Eo-Hinnor, 
Somptuosit^ persane et papale, 
H^liogabale et Sardanapale ! 
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Mon d^sir cr^t sous des toits en or, 
Parmi les parfums, au son des musiques, 
Des harems sans fin, paradis physiques ! 

Aujourd'hui, plus cahne et non moins ardent, 
Mais sachant la vie et qu'il faut qu'on plie, 
J'ai da refr^ner ma belle folie, 
Sans me rteigner par trop cependant. 

Soit ! le grandiose ^chappe a ma dent, 
Mais, fi de I'aimable et fi de la lie I 
Et je hais toujours la femme jolie, 
La rime assonante et Tami prudent. 

[Po&mes Satumiens. 

XCIII 

Mon R£yE Familibr 

Je fais souvent ce rdve Strange et p6n^trant 

D'une femme inconnue, et que j'aime, et qui m'aime, 

Et qui n'est, chaque fois, ni tout k fait la mSme 

Ni tout k fait une autre, et m'aime et me comprend. 

Car elle me comprend, et mon coeur, transparent 
Pour elle seule, h^las ! cesse d'etre un probldme 
Pour elle seule, et les moiteurs de mon front blSme, 
Elle seule les sait rafraichir, en pleurant 

Est-elle brune, blonde ou rousse ? — Je Tignore. 
Son nom ? Je me souviens qu'il est doux et sonore 
Gomme ceux des aim& que la Vie exila. 

Son regard est pareil au regard des statues, 

Et, pour sa voix, lointaine, et calme, et grave, elle a 

L'inflexion des voix chores qui se sent tuea 

[Poimes Satumiens. 

xciv 

Bon chevalier masqu4 qui chevauche en silence, 
Le malheur a perc^ mon vieux coeur de sa lance. 
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Le sang de mon vieux coBur n'a fait qu'un jet vermeil, 
Puis s'est ^Tapoi^ sur les fleurs, au soleiL 

L'ombre ^teignit mes yeuz, un ori vint k ma bouche, 5 
Et mon vieux coeur est mort dans un frisson farouche. 

Alors le cheyalier Malheur s'est rapproch^, 
n a mis pied k terre et sa main m'a touch6. 

Son doigt gant^ de fer entra dans ma blessure, 

Tandis qull attestait sa loi d'une voix dure. 10 

Et voici qu'au contact glac6 du doigt de fer 
Un coBur me renaissait, tout un coeur pur et fier. 

Et voici que, fervent d'une candour divine, 

Tout un coeur jeune et bon battit dans ma poitrine. 

Or, je restais tremblant, ivre, incr^dule un peu, 15 

Comme un homme qui voit des visions de Dieu. 

Mais le bon chevalier, remont^ sur sa bdte, 
En s'^ioignant me fit un signe de la tSte 

Et me oria (j'entends encore cette voix) : 
Au moins, prudence ! Car c'est bon pour une fois.' ao 

[Sageaae. 

xcv 

Beauts des fenmies, leur faiblesse, et ces mains piles 
Qui font souvent le bien et peuvent tout le mal. 
Et ces yeux oil plus rien ne reste d'animal 
Que juste assez pour dire : ' assez ' aux fiireurs m&les. 

Et toujours, matemelle endormeuse des r&les, 5 

Mdme quand elle ment, cette voix ! Matinal 
Appel, ou chant bien doux k v^pre, ou frais signal, 
Ou beau sanglot qui va mourir au pli des chUes ! . . . 

Hommes dun I Vie atrooe et laide d'id-bas ! 

Ah ! que du moins, loin des baisers et des combats, 10 

Quelque chose demeure un peu sur la montagne, 

8 
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Quelque chose du ooBur enfantin et subtil, 

Bont^, respect ! Car qu'est*ce qui nous accompagne, 

Et vraiment, quand la mort viendra, que reste-t-il ? 

[Sagesse. 

xcvi 

i^coutez la chanson bien douce 
Qui ne pleure que pour vous plaire. 
Elle est discrete, elle est l^g^re : 
Un frisson d'eau sur de la mousse ! 

La voix vous fut connue (et ch^re ?), s 

Mais a prteent elle est voil^e 
Comme une veuve d^solee, 
Pourtant comme elle encore fi^re, 

Et dans les longs plis de son voile 

Qui palpite aux brises d'automne, lo 

Cache et montre au coeur qui s'^tonne 

La v^rit6 comme une ^toile. 

Elle dit, la voix reoonnue, 

Que la bont^ c'est notre vie, 

Que de la haine et de I'envie 15 

Rien ne reste, la mort venue. 

EUe parle aussi de la gloire 

D'dtre simple sans plus attendre, 

Et de noces d'or et du tendre 

Bonheur d'une paix sans victoire. ao 

Accueillez la voix qui persiste 
Dans son naif ^pitheilame. 
Allez, rien n'est meilleur k I'&me 
Que de faire une &me moins triste ! 

Elle est en peine et de passage, 35 

L'ftme qui souffire sans colore, 
Et comme sa morale est claire 1 . . . 
^ksoutez la chanson bien sage. 

[Sagesse. 
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FRANgOIS COPPfiE 

1842-1908 

FfiANgoifl Coppice was a Parisian born and bred — the son of a small 
official in the French War Office, claiming kinship, it is believed, 
with a Walloon family which had already produced a poet of some 
consideration in the seventeenth century. As a child he had delicate 
health, and his schooling at the Lyc6e Saint-Louis was interrupted. 
He began life as a shorthand derk in the war office. M. Catulle 
Mend^ found hospitality in the periodicals for his early verses, and 
personal acquaintance and intellectual sympathy with Leoonte de 
Lisle and his group led to the young poet's being included in Le 
Pamasse contemporain. Copp^'s first volume, Le Beliquaire 
(1866), is purely Parnassian ; its successor, Le$ IntimiUs, with a 
more personal note, confirmed the impression of facility and clear 
perceptions and careful work. Foimes Modeme$ (1869) fixed, if not 
his rank, at least his peculiar domain : after the immensely popular 
' Qr^ve des Forgerons ' Copp6e was accepted as the poet of humble 
lives, and particularly of the decent Paris poor; and within that 
range he remained most uniformly successful in his later collections 
of poetry, thou^ Le$ Bdcits et lea JSligiee (1878) — mainly transcrip- 
tions from the Bible and the Koran — and the more recent Paroles 
Sine^rea show excellenoe in quite other veins. But since the year of 
national calamity (to which he paid his poetical tribute) he earned 
no small part of his popularity by prose stories and by plays. In 
1869 he had .already obtained a striking success at the Od6on with 
Ze PasscMty which, by the way, first revealed the talent of Mme. 
Sarah Bernhardt ; and his reputation as a dramatist rose successively 
with FaU ce que dots, Le Luthier de Crimcney and Le Justicier (first 
entitled Pour la Courorme). Of his prose writings it is enough tc 
mention Contes rapides, the autobiographical Toute une Jeuneue 
(1890), and the engaging record of a sincere conversion called La 
Bonne Soufrance. 

Appointed sub-librarian to the Senate in 1869, he resigned the post 
three years later in favour of Leconte de Lisle, and was then for a 
short time in charge of the Archives of the Com^die Frangaise. Ue 
wrote a great deal of dramatic criticism between then and 1884, when 
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he succeeded Victor de Laprade at the French Academy. In recent 
years, Copp6e took a somewhat active part as a political propagandist^ 
until ill-health forced him into complete retirement He died last 
summer after a protracted illness. 

As a lyrist, Copp6e began by betraying his models too obviously 
in descriptions perhaps a little garish in colour, and sentimental 
anecdotes somewhat wanting in sincerity. Thanks to an intelligeat 
study of manners and real sympathy, he soon rose far above mere 
aptitude in the best of his genre pieces, which are conspicuous 
examples of the close connection between Parnassus and a certain sort 
of realism. It may be said that his pathos is insistent, that he cal- 
culates emotional effects without allowing for the recoil, that his con- 
ceptions are often unsubstantial or invertebrate. But he was without 
question a keen observer, a charming and familiar narrator, and had 
many moments of cordial inspiration. From the first the quality of 
his verse was always transparent, neat and sure, conscientious if 
deficient in amplitude, flexible enough, if rather mechanical in its 
variety — and, above all else, eminently accessible. 

The poetry and most of the other writings of Francois Copp^ may 
be read in Lemerre's Edition BltSvirienne, 



XCVII 
A UNK TULIPE 

O rare fleur, 6 fleur de luxe et de d^cor, 
Sur ta tige toujours dress^e et triomphante, 
Le Velasquez eiit mis k la main d'une infante 
Ton calice lame d'argent, de pourpre et d'or. 

Mais, d^testant Tamour que ta splendour enfante, 
Mattresse esclave, ainsi que la veuve d'Hector, 
Sous la loupe d'un vieux, inutile tr^sor, 
Tu t'alanguis dans une atmosphere ^touffante, 

Tu penses k tes soeurs des grands pares, et tu peux 
Re^tter le gazon des boulingrins pompeux 
La fratcheur du jet d'eau, Tombrage du platftne; 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



FRANgOIS COPPAE 277 

Car tu n'as pour amant qu'un bourgeois do Harlem. 
Et dans la serre chaude ainsi qu'en un harem 
S'exhalent sans parfiim tes ennuis de sultane. 

[Pohnea divers 

XCVIII 
UnE AUHdNE 

Fumant k ma fendtre, en €%&, chaque soir, 

Je voyais cette femme, k Tangle d'un trottoir, 

S'ofinr k tons ainsi qu'une chose k Fenchdre. 

Non loin de ]k, s'ouyrait une porte cochire 

Oil Ton entendait geindre, en s'abritant dessous, 5 

Une fiUette ayec des bouquets de deux sous. 

Et celle qui tralnait la sole et Finfamie 

Attendait que Penfant se fftt bien endormie, 

Et lui fiedsait alors I'aumdne seulement 

— Tu lui pardonneras, n'est-ce pas ? Dieu clement I 10 

[Ccmiea et Pofyiee. 
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JOSfi-MARIA DE HEBEDIA 

1842-1905 

Bt birth a Cuban, Heredia came of old Spanish colonial stock on his 
father's side, and claimed one of the first Conquistadores of New 
Spain among his ancestors ; but his mother was French, descended 
from a prAtdent dt martier of the Norman Parliament He was sent 
to France as a young child and lived at Senlis till he was sixteen ; 
then, after a year at the University of Havana in his native island, 
he settled in Pftns and studied history and palaeography at the £cole 
des Chartes. His first published verses appeared in 1862 in La 
Revue de Paris ; here and there he contributed to other periodicals 
and to the successive Famas$e$ ; but it was not till 1893 that Les 
Trophdes (which still remains his only volume of poetry) justified its 
name and the esteem in which a small circle of writers had long held 
his talent, by one of the purest triumphs of contemporary letters : the 
Symbolists themselves had the candour to applaud, against all the 
principles of their revolt. Three years later Heredia succeeded his 
friend and master Leconte de Lisle at the Academy : he was for some 
time the keeper of the Mazarine Library. A very little more of his 
poetry was printed in one or other of the reviews a short time before 
his death. 

Let Trophies is a quintessential work, a monument of artistic 
probity which might well be the achievement of a lifetime. Its 
subjects illustrate once more the perennial attraction of the distant in 
time and space for the poet whose ideal can only be satisfied if he 
can reconcile the religion of form with the scruple of reality : the 
blameless mould in which most of this poetry is cast confirms Boileau's 
possibly thoughtless eulogy of the sonnet. Each piece is microcosmic : 
the art and the life (particularly the familiar life) of ancient Qreece 
and Italy, of France in the Middle Ages and at the Renaissance, of 
Spain and modem Brittany and Japan, have passed through the still 
of an imagination ahnost scientific in its demand for precision, but 
human in its very impartiality. 

The limitations of the poet are those of his school : a hardness of 
outline which implies sometimes a misconception of the material, an 
exaggerated economy which tends to sweat the life out of a word, the 
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frigidity which roBults from a disproportioiiate effort to reoonstitute 
the eztemaLs of existence. If it were at all useful to compare him 
with his master, it might be said of Heredia that his yision is 
manifestly leas large, his flight less strong, his aim less significant 
than that of Leconte de Lisle; while on the other hand he is more 
truly impassive, more constantly avoids the vice of emphasis, and is 
a sounder scholar within his range — though unluckily he has followed 
the author of Poemes Barharet in the use of some pedantic forms. 
His verse, full, sumptuous, pellucid, and singularly varied for its 
compass, is his own, and uniformly admirable. 

XCIX 

Antoinb et Cl^pItbe 

Tous deux ila regardaient, de la haute terrasse, 
L'^gypte s'endormir sous un ciel ^touffant 
Et le FleuYB, k travers le Delta noir qu'il fend, 
Vers Bubaste ou Sa'is rouler son onde grasse. 

Et le Bomain sentait sous la lourde cuirasse, 5 

Soldat captif ber9ant le sommeil d'lm enfant, 
Ployer et d^faillir sur son coeur triomphant 
Le corps voluptueux que son ^treinte embrasse. 

Toumant sa tSte p&le entre ses cheveux bruns 

Vers celui qu'enivraient d'invincibles parfums, 10 

EUe tendit sa bouche et ses prunelles olaires ; 

Et sur eUe courb^^Fardent Imperator 

Vit dans ses largeTyeux 6toilte de points d'or 

Toute une mer immense oil fuyaient dee galores. 

c 

Le Lit 

Qu'il soit encourtin6 de brocart ou de serge, 
Triste comme une tombe ou joyeux comme un nid, 
Cost Ui que Thomme nalt, se repose et s'unit, 
Enfant, 6poux, yieillard, aXeule, femme ou viorge. 
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Fun^bre cm nuptial, que I'eau sainte I'Mpeige 
Sous !• noir crucifix ou le ntmeau b^t, 
Cast ]k que tout commence et \k que tout finit, 
De la premiere aurora au feu du dernier cierge. 

Humble, rustique et doe, ou fier du payUlon 
Triomphalement point d'or et de yermiUon, i 

Qu'il soit de chdne brut, de cypres ou d'^rable; 

Heureuz qui pent dormir sans pour et sans remords 

Dans le Ut patemel, massif et v^^ble, 

Oil tons les siens sont n^ aussi bien qu'ils sent morta 
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STfiPHANE MALLARMfi 

1842-1898 

Hs belonged to an old family of dvil servants ; was born in Paris, 
educated at a private school in the sabnrbs and then at the Lyo^ de 
Sens, and, after some stay in England, was received into the teaching 
body of the French University and lectored on our language and 
literature for thirty years as a puUic-school master, first in the 
provinces and, from the early 'seventies onwards, in Paris. Adhering 
to the group of writers who chose Leconte de Lisle for their chief, he 
contributed in verse to Le Pamaue Contemparavn (1864, 1869), and 
in prose to several reviews ; had the lion's share in the production of 
La Demise Mode (1876), a curious short-lived journal of domestic 
taste ; translated Poe's Saven about the same time— and later many 
others of his poems — into French prose, and recovered and reprinted, 
in 1876, the French, which is the original, edition of Beckford's 
Vathek. In the same year appeared UApris-midi cf urn Fawne^ 
suggested by Banville and intended for recitation by the elder 
Coquelin: this and the unfinished H^rodiade are Mallarm^'s most 
considerable poems. An expensive volume of his poetry was first 
published in 1887; a volume of miscellaneous prose called simply 
Page$ appeared at Brussels in 1890, and at Brussels also, in 1892, an 
essay — originaUy a lecture— on YiUiers de Lisle-Adam. The prose 
volume DivagatioM (Pkiris, 1897), which contains, with less valuable 
matter, the essential formulas of his poetical theory, is the only other 
book of Mallarm^'s which need be mentioned here. 

His life was modest, dignified and singularly uneventful ; but his 
friendships and the intellectual influence he shed through them belong 
to the recent history of ideas in France. In his youth, at Avignon, 
he was in dose contact with the F^libriges of Provence ; later, in 
Paris, he frequented the house of Victor Hugo, and all the Parnassians 
were his intimates, especially the great seoeders Yilliers and Yerlaine, 
while he was on familiar terms with the leaders of new tendencies in 
painting, Manet and Whistler and Renoir, as well as the Belgian 
draughtsman F^liden Hops. But it was a younger generation which 
set the greatest store by the grace and wisdom of his talk. His 
rooms in the Rue de Rome were, for two ot three lustres^ a centre of 
eager intellectual life. Having retired, on a well-earned pension, to 
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the neighbourhood of Fontainebleaa, he was finishing the poem 
H4rodiade when his last illness seized him« It was not long since, 
upon the death of Verlaine, the young writers of F^uris had publicly 
hailed him ' the Prince of poets.' 

The poetry of Mallarm^, which remained to the last almost severely 
IWnassian in form, offers in its meagreness the most complete 
examples of a Symbolism which, in its exclusive care to repeat the 
authentic modulation of ideas, disdains the help of images sufficiently 
developed to impose their significance. In other hands, the move- 
ment (of which he is perhaps the most convinced theorist) was 
pre-eminently a revival of sentiment : it was his originality to ' aim 
at the head.' Few poets, probably, have made more difficult verses 
with more difficulty. The absence of punctuation, the strangeness of 
a summary dislocated syntax which seems always to chafe at the 
necessity of presenting simultaneous impressions successively, are 
only superficial obstacles : but not every one can endure the rarer 
ether of an art so purely suggestive. ' Instituer une relation entre 
les images, exacte, et que s'en d^tache un tiers aspect fusible et clair 
pr^nt^ k la divination' — thus his own words define Mallarm^'s 
poetic. His poems, variations on a theme withheld, a series of 
superfetations engendered by a secret logic, intrust to the flash 
of chance analogies instantly eclipsed the illumination of a principal 
thought — of an elementary and universal order — which patience and 
ingenuity may discover at the twentieth reading. It is often worth 
while, for the sake of the chaste, discreet and generous emotion which 
glistens at the bottom of the well And if the interior music is all 
of tones unresolved, that which every one may hear is frequently 
delicious in its fluidity and many definitive and even sumptuous 



Of the two long poems, HSrodiade, which Mr. Arthur Symons has 
daringly translated, is a stately fragment; in the relatively limpid Aprh- 
midt (Tun Faune, which inspired the symbolist composer M. Claude 
Debussy so happily, may be best seen the temper of his wistful and 
aruBtocratic imagination and in what company he loved to take refuge. 

Mallann^'s prose, less tense and more expansive in the verbal 
simulation of easy gestures, b the prose of a man who had read 
everything, refiected deeply, endured life and hated action. 
Ia ohair eat triste, h^las ! et j'ai In tout leslivres . . . 

Les Poesies de Siiphcme McUlarme (frontispiece de F. Bops). 
Brussels : Deman, 1899. 



Digitized by 



Google 



ST^PHANE MALLARM1& 288 

Proie et ven (the best of Ida writings collected in one volume). 
Paris: Perrin. 

JHwffaiionB (in prose). Paris : 1897. 

PoMes Complite$j a facsimile reproduction of the manuscript, was 
published in Brussels and is long since out of print. 

M. Albert Mockel's masterly study of St^phane Mallarm^, Un 
H^ras, may be recommended. 

CI 
Les FenStrbs 

Las du triste hdpital et de Tencens f§tide 
Qui monte en la blancheur banale des rideaux 
Vers le grand crucifix ennuy6 du mur vide, 
Le moribond soumois y redresse un vieux dos, 

Se tratne et ya, moins pour chauffer sa pounriture 5 
Que pour yoir du soleil sur les pierres, coUer 
Les poils blancs et les os de la maigre figure 
Aux fenfitres qu'un beau rayon clak veut hMer, 

Et la bouche, fi^yreuse et d'azur bleu vorace, 
Telle, jeune, elle alia respirer son tr^sor, 10 

Une peau yirginale et de jadis ! encrasse 
D'un long baiser amer les tiMes carreaux d'or. 

lyre, il yit, oubliant rhorreur des saintes huiles, 
Les tisanes, Tkorloge et le lit inflig^. 
La toux ; et quand le soir saigne parmi les tuiles, 15 
Son oeil, k Thorizon de lumi^re gorg^, 

Voit des galores d'or, belles comme des cygnes, 
Sur un fleuye de pourpre et de parfums dormir 
En ber9ant T^lair fauye et riche de leurs lignes 
Dans un grand nonchaloir charge de souyenir ! 90 

Ainsi, pris du d^o&t de Thomme k T&me dure 
Vautr6 dans le bonheur, oti ses seuls app^tits 
Mangent, et qui s'entdte k chercher cette ordure 
Pour Toffrir k la femme allaitant ses petite, 
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Je fiiis 6t je m'accroche k toutes las croistes as 

D'otL Ton toume T^paule k la vie, et, Mni, 
Dans leur verre, lav4 d'^temelles ros^, 
Que dore le matin chaste de Tlnfini 

Je me mire et me vois ange I et je meurs, et j'aime 
— ^Que la yitre soit Tart, soit la mysticit^— 30 

A renaitre, portant mon rdve en diad^me, 
Au ciel ant^rieur oil fleurit la Beaut6. 

Mais, h^las ! Ici-bas est mattre : sa hantise 
Vient m'^coeurer parfois jusqu'en oet abri siir 
Et le vomissement impur de la Bdtise 35 

Me force k me boucher le nez devant I'azur. 

Est-U moyen, 6 Moi qui connais Tamertume, 
D'enfoncer le cristal par le monstre insults 
Et de m'enfiiir, avec mes deux ailes sans plume 
— Au risque de tomber pendant T^temit^ ? 40 

CII 

SoNNirr 

Le yierge, le vivace et le bel aiyourd'hui 
Va-t-U nous d^chirer avec un coup d'aile ivre 
Ce lac dur oubli^ que hante sous le givre 
Le transparent glacier des vols qui n'ont pas fiii ! 

Un cygne d'autrefois se souvient que c'est lui 5 

Magnifique mais qui sans espoir se d^livre 
Pour n'avoir pas chants la region oti vivre 
Quand du sterile hiver a resplendi Tennui. 

Tout son col secouera cette blanche agonie 

Par Tespace inflig6e k Toiseau qui le nie, 10 

Mais non Thorreur du sol oil le plumage est pris. 

Fantdme qa'k ce lieu son pur 6clat assigne, 
II s'immobilise au songe fix>id de m^pris 
Que vdt parmi Texil inutile le Cygna 
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JEAN RICHEPIN 

1849 

M. RiOHRPiK, whose father was an army surgeon, was bom at M^d^ 
in Algeria. He was a brilliant schoolboy and, in 1868, entered the 
£cole Normale in Paris, the gateway to a successful scholastic career 
for which, however, an undisciplined temperament soon showed him 
unfitted. In the war he served with the irregular levies, became a 
journalist in 1871, and two years later was associated both as author 
and 4ctor with an obscure theatre. The book of lyrical poetry which 
is still the most famous of his writings. La Chanson des Gueux, 
appeared in 1876 and caused considerable scandal. The author had 
indulged^the taste for a wandering life long enough to guarantee the 
faithfulness of his pictures from the world of outcasts : his curiosity 
to know more of it easOy survived a short term of imprisonment 
which rewarded the extreme frankness of his style, and he became 
suocesaively a seaman, a dock labourer, a travelling tinker — and 
poetry lost nothing by these experiences. The violent ooUection 
called Le$ BkupMma (1884) and La Mtr (1886) confirmed his 
reputation as a poet of original, if unchastened, talent. He had made 
a name as a novelist also with La Qlu (1881) and a volume of queer 
studies, Lt Pav4 (1883). A drama, Par h Glaive^ made its mark in 
1892, and Le Chemineau^ played at the Od^on in 1897, was almost 
popular : other plays, La Martyre^ La Gitane (in prose), Les Truandt^ 
have added nothing to his celebrity ; nor indeed have his later lyrical 
volumes, Me$ Paradu (1894), La Bambarde (1899). He was elected 
to the French Academy in 1908. 

Jean Bichepin's is a curious figure among French poets of the day. 
A verbal fecundity which may almost be called verbal incontinence, 
a systematic unreason, the inadequacy of his psychological instinct^ 
the continuous violence of his tone, belong to a belated, an impenitent 
BomanticiBm ; while he possesses all the Parnassian craftsmanship, 
the Parnassian sureness in registering sensations, a sense of the 
prestige of syllables and of their emotional capacity which indeed 
sometimes degenerates into sheer verbalism. If nine-tenths of his 
'realism' is the abuse of dialect and slang, he certainly knows the 
submerged classes and feels for them, and has conscientiously striven 
to make their joys and their revolts articulate — and picturesque. As 
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Copp6e is the poet of the resigned poor, so M. Bichepin's far richer 
gifts have been devoted to poverty insurgent Walt Whitman was 
called 'the tramp in literature' : this is a tramp who knows Greek, 
an Ishmael whose complete sincerity is compatible with an absorbing 
passion for splendid sounds and dasding visions. 

cm 

Le Dkbkieb OciAN 

Pour immense qu'il soit, TOc^an diminue. 
Car la force par quoi notre globe a durci, 
Lente et siire, le fait se contracter aussi, 
Pendant qu'il s'^vapore en brumes vers la nue. 

A toujours s'exhaler son &me s'ext^nue, 5 

Et son corps se condense k la longue 6paissi. 
Jadis ce vert manteau couvrait tout, et voici 
Que bientdt Ton verra la Terre k moiti6 nue. 

Puis viendra Theure oil vieille, 6dentee et sans crins, 
Elle n'en aura plus qu'un haiUon sur les reins, xo 

Un lambeau d'Oc^an, lourd, gras, Arang^ de craase ; 

Et dans le sale ourlet de ce pagne visqueux 
Grouilleront les demiers survivants de ma race 
Comme des poux coUis 4 la loque d'un gueux. 

[La Mer. 

CIV 

Reqabd de Pauvre 

Le vieux k gueule de bandit 
M'a regard^, ne m'a rien dit, 

Ni I'humble appel qui rend humain, 
Quand, brusque, il a tendu la main, 

Ni mgme un merci chuchot6 5 

En receyant ma charity. 

Mais ses yeux de loup, ses yeux gris, 
M'ont parl6, certe ; et j'ai compris. 
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lis disaient : ' Crois-tu, pour deux sous, 

* M'avoir k tes pieds et dessous ? ' lo 

lis disaient : ' C'est, en ydrit^, 
' Toi qui te fais la charity/ 

Us disaient : ' En me les jetant, 
' Ces deux sous, toi soul es content.' 

lis disaient : ' De donner ainsi, 15 

* Cost toi qui te dois un merci/ 

lis disaient : ' Deux sous au barbon ! 
' Et Ton est tout fier d'etre bon ! ' 

lis disaient : * Pour toi quel r6gal, 

' D'avilir en moi ton 6gal ! ' 90 

lis disaient : * Tes deux sous re9us, 
' J'aurais droit de cracher dessus.' 

lis disaient : ' Soit ! je prends le don ; 
' Mais n'esp^re pas mon pardon.' 

Ainsi, sans un mot, par ses yeux, 95 

M'a parl^ le silencieux. 

Et moi non plus je n'ai rien dit 
Au vieux k gueule de bandit. 

J'ai mis d'autres sous dans ma main 

Et, vite, ai repris mon chemin, 50 

Fuyard honteux songeant tout bas 
Qu'il n'avait pas tort, n'est-ce pas ? 

[La Borribarde, 
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fiMILE VERHAEREN 

1855 

The most striking figure among living French poets, and the most 
eminent, along with Maurice Maeterlinck, of those modem authors 
who! feel in Flemish and write in French, belongs by birth to the 
Waesknd, the fertile district which lies between Ghent and Antwerp. 
He was educated at Brussels, Ghent and Louvain, and called to the 
Brussels bar. He does not seem to have practised, but spent some 
years in a lusty intellectual vagabondage, of which the first-fruits, a 
volume of lyrics, saw the light in 1883. About the same time he 
began also to contribute critical articles to various 'young' reviews, both 
Belgian and French. A period of bodily and mental suffering, which 
ensued upon an interval of rigidly ascetic ruralising, considerably 
affected the governing inspiration of his poetiy, if it did not per- 
manently modify the deep characteristics of a talent which a dozen 
volumes of memorable verse have since Illustrated. Besides these 
and several monographs on modem artists, chiefly impressionists, 
M. Verhaeren has written lyrical dramas, and two of them — Le 
Cloitre (1900) and PhUippe Deux (1903)--have been played, with 
no particular success. He has travelled much, especially in Spain 
and England ; and resides in Paris and Brussels alternately. 

A violently personal poet for whom the world is rich in emblems 
and who has consbtentiiy sought to express himself by imposing his 
visions and his rhythms, who riots in furnaces of colour and whose 
emphatic accents betray the tribune bom, might be called a Romantic 
or a Symbolist with almost equal propriety: but M. Verhaeren 
deserves better than to be identified with any school He found his 
bent gradually, passing from the crudest pictures of an ezubennt 
countryside to the faithful record of those desolate nights and days when 
pain took visible shape and a fevered pulse made reproachful music in a 
sick brain ; and for a time his fame rested on the skiU with which he 
reproduced those obsessions : but it is a genius of health that opened 
his windows upon a busy world and gave him the function among 
poets of our time of glorifying the intensity of modem life in its 
common manifestations. He has exalted the daily tumult of streets, 
the allegorical significance of humble trades, the poetry of machines 
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and the teeming highroad of the seas, the personality of crowds and 
the self-sacrifice of pioneers. On this side his work approaches Walt 
Whitman's as an expression of democratic energy and hope. It may 
be added that of late the meliorist in him, and the champion of what 
may perhaps bear the name of a pantheistic positiTinn, haa been 
sometimes oppressively oonspicaoos in gnomic sentences and pro- 
phecies and loud denimciation. But M. Yerhaeren is also the poet 
of Flemish hearths and ^miliar joys ; he has met heroes aad spectres 
— S. Qeorge and the North Wind— ^n the roads ; he is satorated 
with the history and Ihe legends of his country and penetrated with 
the still and sullen beauty of its landscape. He endows the elements 
and the yirtues with a vehement humanity ; and, like Browning, he 
is more dramatic in his lyrics than in his drama. 

There is more force than perfection in this poetry. M. Terhaeren's 
verbal opulence and extreme vigour do not exclude a sort of clumsi- 
ness in the expression, a want of variety, of suppleness and of 
measure. As a versifier, though he continually returns to the 
orthodoxy of his nonage, his characteristic form is the ver$ ItbM^ 
polymetric, recognising no judge but the ear and, in spite of certain 
irregularities, never leaving the ear in doubt as to the metrical 
intention. He usee, and even abuses, internal rime, internal 
assonance and alliteration. And, it may well be by an atavistic 
instinct inherited from a speech more heavily stressed than French, 
he is given to reinforcing his rhythm by surrounding the strong 
syllables with enclitics which exaggerate their weight by contrast. 

Pommel, i*, ii% iii* series; Almanack (1896); Ztft OamfiagneM 
hallueindeB (1893); le$ VUla TmUaeidairei (1895); Lei V%$agt$ de 
la Vie (1899) ; Le$ Heuree elaires; Lee Fareu iumuUueueee (1902) ; 
La Multiple Splendeur (1906); Lee Aubee [this lyrical drama has 
been translated by Mr. Arthur Symons] ; Le OloUre ; Philippe IL 

In prose : Coniee de Minuit. 

All these works are published by the Soci6t6 du Mereure de France. 
The following books of poetry are published by M. Edmond Deman, 
Brussels :—P^e« Ligmdce (1900); Lee Heuree (TApri^^midi ; 
T<mU la FUmdre {Lee Tendreeeee premHree^ 1904 ; La Chdrlande dee 
Dunce, 1907 ; Lee Hdroe, 1908). 



Digitized by 



Google 



290 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

cv 

Le Olaivx 

Quelqu'un m'avait pr^t, qui teoftit une 6p6e, 
Et qui riait do mon ozgueil st^rilis^ : 
Tu sertts nul, et pour ton 4me inoccupte 
L'avenir ne sera que regret du pass^. 

Ton corps, ot s'est aigri le sang de purs ancStres, 5 

Fragile et lourd, se cassera dans chaque effort ; 

Tu seras le fi^vreux ploy^, sur les fendtres, 

D'oti Ton pent voir bondir la vie et ses chars d'or. 

Tes nerfis t'enlaceront de leurs fibres sans s^ves, 
Tes nerfs ! — et tes ongles s'amolliront d'ennui ; 10 

Ton front comme un tombeau dominera tes rdves 
Et sera ta frayeur, en des miroirs, la nuit 

Te fuir ! — si tu pouvais ! mais non, la lassitude 

Des autres et de toi t'aura vo&t^ le dos 

Si bien, riv6 les pieds si fort, que Th^b^tude 15 

D^trdnera ta tdte et plombera tes os. 

O^atants et claquants, les drapeaux vers les luttes^ 
Ta l^vre exsangue h^las ! jamais ne les mordra: 
Us^, ton coeur, ton mome coeur, dans les disputes 
Des yieux textes, oil Ton taille comme en un drap. 90 

Tu t'en iras k part et seul — et les nagudres 

De jeunesse seront un inutile aimant 

Pour les grands yeux lointains— et les joyeux tonnerres 

Chargeront loin de toi, victorieusement ! 

[Les DOfdcUa. 
cvi 

Au NORD 

Deux yieux marins des mers du Nord 

S'en revenaient, un soir d'autonme, 

De la Sicile et'de ses ties mensong^res, 

Avec un peuple de Sir^nes 

A bord. e 
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AiguB d'orgueili ils regagnaient leur fiord, 

Parmi les brumes mensong^res, 

Aigus d'ozgueil ils r^agnaient le Nord 

Sous un vent mome et monotone, 

Un soir de tristesse et d'automne. lo 

De la rive, les gens du port 

Les r^^rdaient, sans faire un signe : 

Aux cordages, le long des mftts, 

Les Sir^nes, couvertes d'or, 

Mordaient, conmie des vignes, 15 

Leslignes 

Sinueuses de leurs corps. 

Les gens se regardaient, ne sachant pas 

Ce qui venait de Toc^tn, 1 jl-bas, 

Malgr^ les brumes, m 

Le nayire semblait comme un panier d'argent 

Rempli de chair, de fruits et d'or bougeant 

Qui s'ayan9ait, port^ sur des ailes d'^cume. 

Les Sir^nes chantaient 

Dans les cordages du navire ; 35 

Les bras tendus en Ijrres, 

Les seins lev^ comme des feux ; 

Les Sir^nes chantaient 

Deyant le soir houleux, 

Qui fiauchait sur la mer les lumi^res diurnes ; 30 

Les Sir^nes chantaient, 

Le corps crisp^ autour des mftts, 

Mais les hommes du port, frustes et tacitumes, 

Ne les entendaient pas. 

Ils ne reconnurent ni leurs amis 35 

— Les deux marins — ^ni le navire de leur pays, 

Ni le foe, ni les voiles 

Dont ils avaient cousu la toile; 

Us ne comprirent rien 4 ce grand songe 

Qui enchantait la mer de ses voyages, 40 

Puisqu'il n'^tait pas le mdme mensonge 

Qu'on enseignait, dans leur village ; 
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Et le navire auprte du bord 

Passa, lea alltehant vers sa merveille^ 

Sans que persozuie, entre lea tieilleB, 45 

Ne recueiUlt lea fruits do chair et d'or. 

[Lea Vignea de ma MuraiUe. 

cni 

Ls Bazar 

CTest un bazar, au bout des faubourgs rouges : 

i^talages bond^s, ^ventaires ventrus, 

Tumulte et ens braQ4i!3, gestes bourrus et cry^, 

Et lettres d'or qui soudain bougent, 

En torsades, sur la fa9ade. 5 

Chaque matin, on vend, en ce bazar, 

Panni les Apices, les fards 

Et les drogues omnipotentes, 

A bon marchd, pour quelques sous, 

Les diamants dissous so 

De la ros6e immense et ^clatante. 

Le soir, k prix numerot^, 

Avec le d^sir noir de trafiquer de la puret6, 

On y brocante le soleil 

Que toutes les vagues de la mer claire 15 

Lavent, entre leurs doigts vermeils, 

Aux horizons aur^olaires. 

C'est un bazar, avec des murs g^nts 

Et des baloons et des sous-sols brants 

Et des tympans months sur des oomiches ao 

Et des drapeaux et des affiches^ 

Oil deux clowns noirs plument un ange. 

A travers boue, k travers fange, 

Roulent, la nuit, vers le bazar, 

Les chars, les camions et les £Gurdiers, 25 

Qui s'en reviennent des usines 

Voisines, 
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Des oimeti^res et des channiers, 

Avec un tel poids noir de cargaisons, 

Que le sol bouge et les tnaisons. 30 

On met au elair k certains jours, 

En de vaines et frivoles boutiques, 

Ce que Thumanit^ des temps antiques 

Croyait sincferement Stre I'amour ; 

Aussi les Dieux et leur beauts 35 

Et I'effirayant aspect de leur ^temit^ 

Et leurs yeux d'or et leurs my thes et leurs embl6mes 

Et des Uvres qui les blasphdment. 

Toutes ardours, tous souvenirs, toutes pri^res 

Sont ]k, sur des ^tals, et s'empoussi^rent 40 

Des mots qui renfermaient Vkme du monde 

Et que les pontes seuls disaient au nom de tous, 

Sont charrite et ballott6s, dans la faconde 

Des camelots et des voyous. 

L'immensit^ se serre en des armoires 45 

Derisoires et rayonne de plaies 

Et le sens mdme de la gloire 

Se d^finit par des monnaies. 

Lettres jusques au oiel, lettres en or qui bouge. 

Cost un bazar au bout des faubourgs rouges ! 50 

La foule et ses flots noirs 

S'y bouscule prte des comptoirs ; 

La foule et ses d^sirs, multiplies, 

Par centaines et par milliers, 

Y toume, y monte, au long des escaliers, 55 

Et s'^rige folle et sauyage. 

En spiiale, vers les stages. 

Lik-haut, c'est la pens^ 

Inmiortelle, mais conTuls^e, 

Ayec ses triomphes et ses surprises, 60 

Qu'j^ la h4te on expertise. 

Tous oeux dont le cenreau 

S'enflamme aux fetuc des probldmes nouveaux, 
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Tous les chercheurs qui se fixent pour cible 

Le front d'airain de rimpossible 65 

Et le cassent, pour que lee d^couvertee 

S'en 6chappent, ailes ouvertes, 

Sont Ik gauches, fi^vreux, distraits, 

Dupes des gens qui les renient 

Mais utilisent leur g^nie, 70 

Et font argent de leurs secrets. 

Oh ! les ^ens, lji,-bas, au bout du monde, 

Avec des arbres purs k leurs sommets, 

Que ces voyants des lois profondes 

Ont explor^ pour k jamais, 75 

Sans se douter qu'ils sont les Dieux. 

Oh ! leur ardeur k recreer la vie, 

Selon la foi qu'ils ont en eux 

Et la douceur et la bont^ de leurs grands yeux, 

Quand, reyenus de Tinconnu 80 

Vers les hommes, d'oii ils s'erigent, 

On leur vole ce qui leur reste aux mains 

De verite conquise et de destin. 

C'est un bazar tout en vertiges 

Que bat, continttment, la foule, avec ses houles 85 

Et ses vagues d'argent et d'or; 

C'est un bazar tout en dtoors, 

Avec des tours de feux et des lumi^res, 

Si large et haut que, dans la nuit, 

II appandt la bete eclatante de bruit 90 

Qui monte 6pouvanter le silence stellaire. 

[Lea ViUes TeTUactdairea. 

CVIII 

Celui qui me lira, dans les sidles, un soir, 
Troublant mes vers, sous leur sommeil ou sous leur cendrO; 
Et ranimant leurs sens lointain pour mieux comprendre 
Comment ceux d'aujourd'hui s'^taient armte d'espoir. 
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Qu'il sacke, avec quel violent 61an, ma joie 5 

S'eBt, k travers les oris, les revoltes, les pleurs, 

Ru^ au combat fier et m&le des douleurs, 

Pour en tirer I'amour, comme on conquiert sa proie. 

J'aime mes yeux fi^vreuz, ma cervelle, mes nerfe, 

Le sang dont vit mon coeur, le cceur dont yit mon torse ; zo 

J'aime Thomme et le monde et j'adore la force 

Que donne et prend ma force k Tliomme et Tunivers. 

Car vivre, c'est prendre et donner avec liesse. 

Mes pairs, ce sent ceux-lik qui s'exaltent autant 

Que je me sens moi-mSme avide et haletant 15 

Devant la vie intense et sa rouge sagesse. 

Heures de chute ou de grandeur ! — tout se confond 

Et se transforme en ce brasier qu'est Texistence ; 

Seul importe que le d^sir reste en partance, 

Jusqu'jb la mort, devant I'^veil des horizons. 90 

Celui qui trouve est un cerveau qui communie 
Avec la fourmillante et large humanity. 
L'esprit plonge et s'enivre en pleine immensity ; 
n faut aimer, pour decouvrir avec genie. 

Une tendresse ^norme emplit T&pre savoir, 25 

n exalte la force et la beauts des mondes, 
II devine les liens et les causes prof ondes ; 
O vous qui me lirez, dans les sidles, un soir, 

Comprenez-vous pourquoi mon vers vous interpelle ? 

Cost qu'en vos temps quelqu'un d'ardent aura tir6 30 

Du coeur de la n^cessit^ mSme, le vrai, 

Bloc clair, pour j dresser I'entente universelle. 

[Lea Forces TiMmdtuevses. 

oix 

Les Tours au Bord dk la Mer 

Veuves debout au long des mers 

Les tours de Lisweghe et de Fumes 

Pleurent, aux vents des vieux hivers 

Et des automnes tacitumes. 



Digitized by 



Google 



296 A CENTURY OF FRENCJH POETS 

Elles rdgnent sor le pays, 5 

Depois quels jours, depuis quels Ages, 
Depuis quels temps ^yanouis 
Ayec lee brumes de leurs plages ? 

Jadis, on allumait des feux 
Sur leur sommet, dans le soir sombre ; 10 

Et le marin fixait ses yeux 
Vers ce flambeau tendu dans Tombre. 

Quand la guerre battait TEscaut 
De son tumulte militaire, 
Les tours semblaient darder, l^-baut, 15 

La rage en flamme de la terre. 

Quand on tuait de ferme en bouge, 

P61e-m61e» vieux et petits, 
Les tours jetaient leurs gestes rouges. 

En suppliques, vers Tinfini. 90 

Depuis, 

La guerre, 

Au bruit roulant de ses tonnerres, 

Crispe, sous d'autres cieux, son poing ensanglant^ : 

Et d'autres blocs et d'autres phares, 35 

Arm^ de grands yeux d'or et de oristaux bizarres, 
Jettent, vers d'autres flots, de plus nettes clart^s. 

Mais Yous Stes, quand m6me, 
Debout encore, au long des mors, 
Debout dans Tombre et dans Thiver, 30 

Sans couronne, sans diad^me, 

Sans feux 6pars sur yos fronts lourds; 

Et YOUS demeurez Ut, seules au vent nocturne, 

Yous, les tours, les tours gigantesques, les tours 

De Nieuport, de Lisweghe et de Fumes. 35 

Sur les villes et les hameaux, 

Au-dessus des maisons vieilles et basses, 

Yous carrez votre masse, 

Tragiquement; 
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Et ceux qui vont, au soir tombant, le long des graves, 40 

A voir votre grandeur et votare deuil, 

Sentent toujours, comma un afflux d'oi^eil 

Battre leur rSve : 

Et leur coeur chante et leur cosur pleure, et leur coeur bout 

D'etre jaillis du mSme sol que you& 45 

Handre tenace au coBur ; Flandre des aXeux morts 

Ayec la terre wn^ entre leurs dents ardentes ; 

Pays de firuste oi^eil ou de rage mordante, 

Dte qu'on barre ta vie, ou qu'on touohe k ton sort; 

Pays de labours verts autour de blancs villages ; 50 

Pays de poings boudeurs et de fronts redout^ ; 

Pays de patiente et sourde volenti ; 

Pays de fSte rouge ou de pdle silence ; 

Clos de tranquillity ou champs de violence, 

Tu te dardes dans tes beffirois et dans tes tours, 55 

Comme en un cri g^ant vers Tinconnu des jours ! 

Chaque brique, chaque moellon ou chaque pierre, 

Benferme un peu de ta douleur h^r^ditaire 

Ou de ta joie Sparse aux Ages de grandeur ; 

Tours de longs deuils pass^ ou beffirois de splendour, 60 

Yous dtes des t^moins dont nul ne se d^livre ; 

Votre ombre est Ik, sur mes pensers et sur mes livres, 

Sur mes gestes nouant ma vie avec sa mort 

que mon ooeur toujours reste avec vous d'accord ! 

Qu'il puise en vous Torgueil et la fermete haute, 65 

Tours debout prte des flots, tours debout prte des cdtes, 

Et que tons ceux qui s'en viennent des pays clairs 

Que brftle le soleil, k I'autre bout de^ mors, 

Sachent, rien qu'en longeant nos graves tacitumes, 

Rien qu'en posant le pied sur notre sol glac4, 70 

Quel vieux peuple rugueux vous leur symbolisez, 

Yous les tours de Nieuport, de lisw^he et de Fumes ! 

[La OvMande des Dvmea. 
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JEAN MORfiAS 
1856 

M. Mos^AS, whose real naine is PapadiamantopouloB, is a Oreek and 
breathed the air of Attica in his childhood. His education was cosmo- 
politan^ and it was after seeing something of the south of France and 
Italy, Genoa and several Qerman cities that in 1872 he spent six 
weeks in Paris — enough to feel its fascination and to choose it for 
the home of his intelligence. Some years later he became in fact a 
Parisian, and began to rime in reviews of the Latin Quarter. His 
first book, Let Syrtei^ appeared at the end of 1884 (before Symbolism 
was a movement) and was well received by a very limited public ; 
Let CantMnM followed; he collaborated with M. Paul Adam in a 
couple of novels, and at the same time vigorously defended in pamphlets 
and letters his own conception of his art. With Le FUerin Pauionnd 
(the title recalls the famous Elizabethan miscellany) his r^iown grew 
considerable, and Verlaine himself is said to have avowed some jealousy 
of the younger poet, who owed a good deal, however, to his example. 
Progressively, M. Mordas has since shown, with Sylve^ Jlriphyle^ Le$ 
Stances (1899-1902), how little the authenticity of his talent depends 
upon strange words and misty allegories : to the charm of syllables 
he has added in recent works a suave felicity, clearness, amplitude, 
and the dignity of grave emotions. IphigMe^ his latest production, 
is a noble paraphrase, well worthy of the unique accident which 
connects the race of Euripides with the language of Racine. It was 
performed first at Orange in the Ancient Theatre, and af terwM*ds at 
the Paris Odton. Its author has hardly left Paris, or at least France, 
since he first settled there, except to visit his country at the time of 
the Qreco-Turkish war. 

Jean Mor^ has an abnormally sensitive ear, and his symbolism 
has been perhaps above all else a feast of sonorous memories. By 
diligent reading of the elder poets he has amassed a treasure of verbal 
associations, and he has learned the secret resources of his adopted 
language by donning the habit of successive periods. He has echoed, 
without quite stifling a curiously modem tone in his often delicious 
experiments, the sumptuous and nugatory love-songs of the thirteenth 
century, the piercing cry of ViUon, the noble languor of the Pleiad 
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(the derivatiTe sect called V4e6U ronuvM sprang from thia stage in 
his pilgrimage), and in later collections he has seemed to correct 
Bonsard's superb pedantry by the file of Malherbe, or to verify the 
descent of Ch^nier, through Racine, from the lover of Helen and 
Cassandra. The prefaces and polemics of M. Mor^ have professed 
to base upon historical grounds the plea for a more thorough relaxation 
of the bands of French prosody : but his practice, some incidental 
' Whitmanisms ' apart, has tended more and more to conformity. 

Jean Mor^as is emphatically a literary poet : it is easier, that is, 
to characterise his instructed predilections than his original signifi- 
cance. It remains to be seen whether he will succeed in delivering 
a personality which is possibly vigorous from the nemesis of his 
triumphant assimilations. 

The earlier verse was published by L. Vanier ; £riphyle (1894) by 
the 'Biblioth^ue artistique et litt^raire'; in 1898 the same pub- 
lishers reissued his collective Po^ne^ (1886-1896) ; Le$ Stances is 
published by La Plume (1901) ; Iphiginie by the Soci^t^ du Mer- 
cure de France, 

CX 

Plus durement que trait turquois, 
Amour, plaJsant doux archer, blesse 
Rustiques garfona et grands rois. 

Par telle langueur et faiblesse, 

Dieu oublia et diffame eut 5 

David qui haissait moUesse. 

Semblablement Tautre qui fiit 
Salomon, si tr^ sage augure, 
De grand renom piteux d^hut. 

Bouche feinte et feinte figure, lo 

Teux b^ns aux gracieux laos 
Honte client et mainmort dure : 

Agememnon n'en eut soulas, 

Auflsi, la forcen^e Hel^ne 

Le fit voir au duo M^n^las. 15 
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AchiDe aenrit Polyxine ; 
ChesE k lydienne Herculos 
PUa qaenoaillette ume-lAma 

Do Stmtonioe, S^leeufl 

Soufiit empire et Tasaelage, so 

De Cbrjw&de, Ttmlii& 

Au gt6 d'un oolort Tiaege 
N'^oouta lee buccins letors 
Antoine, preux trop plus que sage. 

Et tout docte, en nonchakMr fon, ^5 

De sa Faustine, Marc Aurtle 
Vit de cendie sea laurien ords. 

Ainsi, en la bailli' de oelle 

Dont les cheveux passent Tor fin 

(Las ! qui m'est f^lone et craelle), 30 

Je cuide le Permease vain, 
Et mon souffle n'a v^^enoe 
Danimer le roseau divin 

Qui clamait mon nom par la Franca 

[Le PUerinpaasiannd; Jonchea 

CXI 

Stances 

Tu aouffirea tous lea maux et tu ne faia que rire 

De ton Iftche destin ; 
Tu ne aais paa pourquoi tu chantea aur ta lyre 

Du aoir juaqu'au matin. 

Po^te, un grave auteur dira que tu t'amuaes 5 

Sans trop d'utilit^ ; 
y % ne r^coute point : Apollon et les Muses 

Ont bien quelque beauts 
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Laisse lee una mourir et Yois les autreB nidtre, 

LeB bona ou les mtehants, xo 

Puisque tout ici-bas ne survient que pour 6ti6 
Un pietexte 4 tes chaata 

[Lea StoTices, iv. 8. 

cxii 

Je Tous entends glisser ayec un secret bruit 

lA-bas sur la p^nombre yerte. 
Entrez dans ma maison, 6 souffles de la nuit, 

J'ai laisse la fendtre ouverte ! 

souffles, pour mon coeur tout chargte k pr^nt 5 
D'erreur, de remords, d'amertume, 

Yous me parliez jadis lorsqu'avec le brisant 
Luttaient la tempdte et Y6cume, 

Lorsque le long du sable aux flots harmonieux, 

Dans la crique et sur eette grdve, xo 

D^une amitii perfide et la terre et les oieux 
Remplissaient mon &me et mon rfive. 

Mais quoi ! vous tous taisez, esprits 6oliens ! 

Un autre arp^ se prolonge : 
Cest la pluie» elle tombe et je me ressouviens 15 

Tout k coup d'lm autre mensonga 

[Les Stances, tL 5. 
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JULES LAFORGUE 

1860-1887 

Lajoboub was born at Montevideo, brought np at Tarbea, and 
finished his education in Paris, where (bdng one of a large family 
with small means) he was thrown upon his own resources very early. 
He read enormously — philosophy and science as well as literature — 
wrote much both prose and verse, got in touch through friends (MM. 
Bkul Bourget and T^odor de Wyzewa among them) with several of 
the * young' periodicals, and had attracted the notice of some 
influential men of letters when the post of French reader to the 
Empress Augusta was offered him. He lived four years in Germany 
and left BerUn finally in 1886 to marry a young Englishwoman 
whom he had met there ; but he had hardly settled again in Paris 
with brilliant literary prospects and published his first volume, when 
his lungs were found to be affected and he was ordered to the South. 
The disease was however too far advanced already, and he died in 
Paris within two days of his twenty-seventh birthday. 

French literature lost in Jules Laforgue a writer disconcertingly 
original, of exuberant and apparently universal talent, whose influence 
upon his contemporaries and successors, if not altogether fruitful, has 
at all events been penetrating. There are admirable pages in his 
prose writings — in Les MoraliUs LSgendairei, those creative parodies, 
and in his singularly luminous reflexions upon modem art He was 
himself, if one word could define him, the most complete of im- 
pressionists. In French poetry he inaugurated something more than 
a new manner. All the verse he made after he reached manhood, 
though it wears an unmistakable air of sovereign facility, is cynically 
uncouth, not through haste nor want of practice, but in obedience to 
certain conceptions of his art which possibly he would have modified 
with time. If Verlaine is unapproachably natural, Laforgue — ^who 
proceeded solely by allusion — was not afraid to be grotesque in the 
scrupulous effort to echo the very rustle of the wings of thought. 
But also his undress served the ends of a new irony, gay and glacial, 
inexorable and inf antUe, based on the obsession of our nothingness, 
which lisps the cruellest syllables and veils a shamefast sensibility. 
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HiB letters, which have been published, reveal a valiant and lovable 
character. 

The literary remains of Jules Laforgue, all too heavily conditioned 
by their metaphysical postulates, have perhaps been overrated by the 
leaders of his generation : but so brilliant a prelude justified all 
manner of conjectures and the most durable regrets. 

Potties {Le Samglot de la Terre^ Les ComplawUeSf L'lnutation de 
Natre-Dame la Lwne^ Le Concile feMque, Des Fleurs de bonne 
volorUiy Demurs Vere) ; MoralitSt LSgendaires ; M^kmgee PotiUivmeB, 
These three volumes are all published by the Soci6t6 du Mercwre de 
France, as well as M. Camille Maudair's remarkable monograph on 
Jules Laforgue. 

CXIII 
COMPLAINTE 

De VOvhU dee Marts 

Mesdames et Messieurs, 
Vous dent la mhre est morte, 
Cost le bon fossoyeux 
Qui gratte k votre porte. 

Lesmorts 5 

Cest sous terre ; 
Qa n'en sort 

Gu6re. 

Yous fiunez dans yds bocks, 

Vous soldez quelque idylle, lo 

Lk-bas chante le coq : 

Pauvres morts hers des villes ! 

Grand-papa se penchait, 

Lk, le doigt sur la tempo, 

Soeur faisait du crochet, 15 

M&re montait la lampe. 

Les morts 
C'est discrete 

9adort 
Trop au fnds. 90 
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Vou8 ayes \A&a dlii6: 
Comment va cette afiaiie ? 
Ah ! les petits morts-nte 
Ne 86 dorlotent gutoe i 

Notes, d'un tndt ^gal, 

Au livre de la caisse, 
Entro deux frais de bal : 
Entretien tombe et mesaa 

Cestgai, 
Cette vie ; 
Hein, ma mie, 

Ogu6? 

Mesdames et Messieurs, 
Yous dont la soeur est morte, 
Ouvrez au fossoyeux 
Qui claque k yotre porte ; 

Si YOUS n'ayez piti^ 
II viendra (sans rancune) 
Yous tirer par les pieds, 
Une nuit de graad' lune ! 

Importun 
Yent qui rage ! 
Les d^funts ? 
Qa Yoyage . . . 



35 



[Lea Camplaintes. 



cxrv 

DiALOOUS 

Avcunt U lever de la Lwne 

— Je veux bien vivre; mais vraiment, 
Lld6al est trop ^lastique. 

— C'est rid^, son nom I'implique, 
Hors son non-sens, le verbe ment. 
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— Mais, tout est conteste; les livres 5 
S'accouchent, s'entretuent sans lois ! 

— Certes ! I'Absolu perd ses droits, 
lA, oil le Vrai consiste k vivre. 

— Et, si j'am^ne pavilion 

Et repasse au N^ant ma charge ? 10 

— Llnfini, qui souffle du large, 
Dit : ' Pas de b^tises, voyons ! ' 

— Ces chantiers du Possible ululent 
A rinconcevable, pourtant ! 

— Un d^^, comme il en est tant 15 
Entre Taube et le cr^puscule. 

— fttre actuel, est-ce, du moins, 
£tre ad^quat k Quelque Chose ? 

— Cons6quemment, comme la rose 

Est necessaire k ses besoins. 30 

— Fa9on de dire peu commune 
Que Tout est cercles vicieux ? 

— Vicieux, mais Tout ! 

— J'aime mieux 
Done m'en aller selon la Lune. 

[L'limtcUion de Notre-Dams la Lune. 



V 
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HENRI DE RfeGNIER 

1864 

BoBN at Honflear and educated in Paris at the College Stanislas and 
at the Law School, BL de R^goier contributed his first published 
verses to JAU^ce in 1885, about the time when the other fuglemen of 
the new schools were beginning to feel their way in various French 
and Belgian periodicals more or less short-lived. He was in those 
days assiduous at Leconte de Lisle's receptions, but the Parnassian 
seoeders Verlaine and Mallarm^ attracted him, and their influence is 
manifest in lus juvenilia. The more personal and accomplished 
verse he made in the early 'nineties was appreciated by the small 
public of young poets, but his name had hardly travelled outside a 
group when his dramatic poem La Oardienne was presented without 
success at the Th^tre de I'CEuvre in 1894. Since that date M. de 
R^gnier has rapidly gained the esteem of all who are curious about 
new directions in French poetry, and there is no native name so 
widely considered among poets of his generation. It is quite likely 
that his success owes something to a versatility real enough to cause 
a little misgiving : for poetry ia a jealous art ; and he has taken 
rank as a writer of fiction with Le Trifle Blanc and La double Mai- 
tre$ie and Le Mariage de MinuU — ^works which reveal not only a 
sympathetic student of the eighteenth century and an amiable if 
disenchanted observer of contemporary 'society,' but a subtle 
analyst of moods, a master of transitions and of a prose sonorous, 
engaging and pervaded by a discreet irony, but also a little 
monotonous in its archaic amplitude and ceremony. But there is 
every reason to call prose his relaxation : no maker of verse still 
young in years has so frequently attained a perfect form or kept 
before him so resolutely an intimate ideal of verbal Umpidity and 
imaginative splendour. Herein he differs from other Symbolists; 
yet lus adherence to that school is not (like that of Jean Mordas) 
provisional ; for its original tendency to use the world of sense as 
the surest reflexion of individual souls, is nowhere more impressively 
illustrated than in his works from Td qu^en S<mge to La Gild det 
Baux. But his vision is lucid ; his luxurious temperament, afficted 
with the laorimae rerum^ loves most to evoke the external objects 
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with which it finds durable and inunediate associations : naiads and 
fauns, swift horses, marble busts, laurels and moss-grown fountains, 
with gates of brass and golden sunsets, are emblems of regret 
and glory and ancient peace which time has appropriated and 
approved. 

His imagery is rich, not recondite ; his vocabulary personal with- 
out strangeness. M. de R^gnier loves the magnificence of words 
which remember their ancestors, and all the pomp of syntax ; and 
also he possesses, alone perhaps among the innovators, a strong 
traditional sense of rhythmical structure. His polymorphous odes 
may be read almost without a hesitation of the ear, the line being a 
rhythmical and logical (not only an arbitrary, typographical) unit 
within the strophe. After some youthful experiments with an 
optional mute syllable his most constant practice has been to retain 
that unique source of French verse, the feminine e. He breaks his 
lines without prejudice, but also without mechanical irregularity, and 
admits the clash of vowels, avoiding harshness alwaya He rimes 
for the ear, and nearly always abundantly \ but substitutes a deceit- 
ful assonance with extreme discretion here and there. In a word, 
M. de lUgnier (whose writing has all the spell of conquering youth, 
but also the ineffiible distinction of an art which is not improvised) 
is a French poet intensely national in tone, who has given something 
more than promises already to the formal 'reformation from > 
within.' 

All the poetry of Henri de R^gnier is published by the Soci^t^ du 
Mercure de France, 

Premiers Poimes {Lendenuiins, 1885; Apaieementf 1886; SUes^ 
1887; £pi9ode$^ 1888— Paris : Vanier), republished in 1899. 
Poemee 1887-1892( Poimes Anciens et jRomanesg^iies; Tel qu'en Songe), 
collected in 1896 ; Les Jevx Eustig^ues et Divins, 1897 ; Les MidaUUs 
d^ArgUe, 1900 , LaCUddes Eaux, 1903 ; La SandaU atUe, 1907. 

CXV 

Appakition 

Le galop de la houle teume k rhorizon. 
Regarda La yoici qui vient. Les vagues sent 
Farouches et le yent dur qui lea fouette roe 
Leur troupe furieuse et leur foule bourrue. 
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Regarde. CeUe-ci s'abat et tois cetto antre 5 

D^idre elle qui, fourbe et hargneuse et plus luuite, 

Lui passe sur la croupe et la firanchit d*un bond 

Et se brise k son tour tandis qu'un ^peron, 

Invisible aux deux flancs de celle qui la suit, 

La dresse hennissante et Teffondre en un bruit 10 

De vent qui s'^poumonne et d'eau qui bave et fume. 

O poitraik de tempSte et crini^res d'^ume ! 

J'ai regard^ longtemps debout au vent amer 

Cette course sans fin des cbevaux de la mer 

Et j'attends que Tun d'eux hors de I'onde mouvante 15 

Sorte et, soudain ouvrant ses ailes ruisselantes, 

M'ofie, pour que du poing je le saisisse aux crins, 

L'teumeux cabrement du P^gaae marin. 

[Lea M&iaiUes (TArgile, 

cxvi 

Odeletite 

J'aurais pu dire men Amour 

Tout haut 

Dans le grand jour 

Ardent et chaud 

Du bel 6te d'or roux qui Texalte et Tenivre 5 

Et le dresse debout avec un rire 

A tout 4cho ! 

J'aurais pu dire : 

Mon Amour est heureux, voyez 

Son manteau de pourpre qui tralne 10 

Jusqu'k ses pieds ! 

Ses mains sent pleines 

De roses qu'il effeuille et qui parfument Fair ; 

Le ciel est dair 

Sur sa maiflon de marbre tidde 15 

Et bknc et veine oomme une chair 

Douce aux l^vres . . . 
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Maisnon, 

Je Fai vdtu de bure et de laine ; 

Son manteau traine » 

Sur 868 talons; 

n passe en souriant k peine 

Et quand il chante, c'est si bas 

Que Ton ne se retoume pas 

Pour cueillir sa chanson ^lose 35 

Dans le soir qu'elle a parfum4 ; 

II n'a ni jardin, ni maison, 

Et il &it semblant d'etre pauvre 

Pour mieux cacher qu'il est aim^. 

[A traver8 UAn, 

cxvn 
La Coluke 

Cette colline est belle, indin^ et pensive ; 
Sa ligne sur le ciel est pure k Thorizoa 
EUe est un de ces lieux oil la vie ind^ise 
Youdrait planter sa vigne et b&tir sa maison. 

Nul pourtant n'a choisi sa pente solitaire 5 

Pour y vivre ses jours, un ^ un, au penchant 

De ce souple coteau doucement tut^laire 

Vers qui monte la plaine et se hausse le champ. 

Aucun toit n'y fait luire, au soleil qui I'irise 

Ou Tempourpre, dans Tair du soir on du matin, 10 

Sa tuile rougeoyante ou son ardoise grise . . . 

Et personne jamais n'y fixa son destin 

De tons ceux qui, passant, un jour, devant la grftce 
De ce site charmant et qu'ils auraient aim4. 
En ont senti renattre en leur m6moire lasse 15 

La forme pacifique et le songe embaum^. 

Cest ainsi que chacun rapporte du Yoyage 

Au fond de son cceur triste et de ses yeux en pleurs 

Quelque vaine, ^temelle et fugitive imi^e 

De silence, de paiz, de r6ve et de bonheur. 90 
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Mais, sur la pente Terte et IraLtement dtelive. 
Qui done pluxte sa vigne et b&tit sa maison ? 
H^las ! et la oolline incline et pensive 
Avec le souvenir demeure k Thorizon ! 

[La GiU dea Eaux: Ode et poisies. 

cxvni 
La Mskace 

Vous aimerez un jour peut-dtre ce viss^ 

Qui vous platt aujourd'hui 
Par le trouble, le mal, Tangoisse et le ravage 

Que vous fiftites en luL 

Car vous aurez alors, pour Toeuvre de vos charmes, 5 

Un douloureux regret, 
Et ce temps vous verra maudire avec des larmes 

Ce que vous aurez fait 

A ces yeux d^toum^, k oette bouche lasse 

Vous chercherez en vain 10 

Que Tamer souvenir disparaisse et s'efface 

De votre long d^dain, 

A moins que, par orgueil, luttant centre vous-m6me, 

Vous vous disiez tout bas : 
Que m'importe qu'il souffire et qu'il pleure et qu'il m'aime, 15 

Puisque je n'aime pas ? 

Et pour, de cette image importune et morose, 

Eloigner votre esprit, 
Vous cueillerez Todeur de la plus rouge rose, 

Que juin gonfle et mflrit ; 90 

Vous penserez k vous et k votre jeunesse 

Et k votre beaut6, 
A la langueur, k la couleur, k la tendresse 

De ce beau ciel d'^t^, 

A des pays lointains, k des villes lointaines, 35 

Au deUk de la mer, 
A des palais, k des jardins, k des fontaines 

Qui s'^l^vent dans I'air. 
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YouB fermerez en yain but ces beaux paysages 

Yos yeuz, et, malgr^ yous, 30 

Vos yeux se rouvriront pour revoir ce visage 
Qui vous sera plus douz, 

Plus douz que le printemps et plus doux que rautx>mne, 

Que la terre et le ciel, 
Plus douz que cette lune ardente, courbe et jaune, 35 

Couleur d'ambre et de miel. 

[La Scmdale aiUe. 
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FRANCIS VIELfi-GRIFFIN 

1864 

Ah American by birth, of Wekh and Diitdi deaoent^ M. Viel^-OrifBii 
ia one of the three or four foieigBera who nae Ae French language in 
Terse with real distinction. He waa bom at Norfolk, in Virginia, 
but came to France Tory young, and has lired alternately in Ptoia 
and in Touraine, for which smiling and aristocratic |»oTince his best 
poetry has expressed a special sympathy. His first verses appeared 
in a little periodical now defunct ; Vanier, the publisher of U$jeune»^ 
brought out his earlier volumes. The accent was personal from the 
first, but the form in Cueille cTAvnl (1886) and Zes Cygnes (1887) 
was mainly traditional La Chevaiuekde cPYeldis^ followed diortly 
by Jaics (1889), defined his spiritual bias and the originality of his 
formal ambition ; and with successive productions M. Viel^-Qriffin's 
reputation grew steadily among a public consisting chiefly of comrades 
and rivals, until two collective volumes, Po^me$ et PoMes (1895) and 
CUufiide Vie (1898), which included some legends in dramatic lorm 
— notably Swmhilde — forced the critics who have access to a wider 
circle of readers to take his work very seriously. The poet is himself 
a thoughtful and fastidious critic ; he writes in English as well as in 
French; and in 1895 he had published a remarkable translation of 
Mr. Swinburne's Laus Veneris. His principal additions since 1898 
to the poetry contained in the books named are La Ligende aU^ de 
Wiekmd le Forgeron (1900), and VAmowr Mkr/— meditations and 
dialogues in honour of holy women published in 1903 by UOcddeiU 
and since reprinted (1906) along with other lyrics in a volume called 
An Lain (Soci^t^ du Mercure de France). 

Both in the form and the spirit of his poetry M. "N^el^-Griffin has 
remained unrepentingly attached to the standard raised more than 
twenty years since ; he may indeed be called the leader at this day of 
a school which is no longer aggressive nor intact. An instinctive 
nobility of thought, verbal invention, a genuine gift of harmony, 
with something almost virginal in the suavity of his accents, dis- 
tinguish this poet, whose writing is all marked with the purpose of 
giving a sense to life and preoccupied with mystical affinities between 
material change and human destiny, and betrays a temperament 
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which is rich in the faculty of wonder. He has pat a new soul into 
old legendB and imagined new ones, and almott alone in his genera- 
tion he has shown himself capable of large poetical conceptions. It 
may be admitted that some of his work is diffuse and tenuous, and 
that the snggestiye reticence of his symbolism now and again gives 
way to the eloquent mediocrity of allegorical abstractions. 

M. yiel^-Griffin has a real power of structure and his metrical 
intentions (the key and the rhythm once set) are generally dear. In 
a system of versification which manifestly depends rather upon the 
number of stresses— and therefore upon the device of equivalent — 
than upon syllabic enumeration, it is difficult not to discern the 
influence of English verse. Ftobably on the strength of his origin 
he has been called a pupil of Walt Whitman ; but the technical 
prestige of Mr. Swinburne seems to have affected him more, if one 
may judge by his fondness for alliteration and the characteristic 
falling rhythm of three syllables, sometimes called * anapaestic' His 
rimes are occasionally imperfect and always independent of spelling. 

CXIX 

RoNDE Finals 

La bise toume et la brise 

Chante clair dans les braneheB noires; 

La porte s'ouvre en surprise 

Et rejette au mur le heurtoir ; 

Elles Yont vers le printemps en fSte 5 

Radieuses de jeune espoir, 

Car le vieux soleil scintille 

Et voici le silex qui brille 

Sur la route s^he et nette . . . 

La vie est faite et d^fute 10 

Comme un bouquet aux mains d'une fille. 

Ayec des flours qui causent, 

Qu'on effeuille sans se le dire : 

Et la chanson fraiche telose ; 

Des bruits de querelles et des bruits de rires ; 15 

La demifere violette et la premiere rose ; 

Avec tout Tavenir 

Dans les yeux, sur la bouche qui s'ose 
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Jusqu'au baiser b^nin oil lea 16vres se dosent 

En un petit frisson et un grand soupir ; 20 

Au long du parterre qu'elles pillent 

Elles yont vers T^t^, blondes t6tes ! . . . 

La vie est faite et d^faite 

Comme un bouquet aux mains d'une filla 

Dans les foins ou les fleurs qui meurent 35 

Sont douces comme un vain regret ; 

Sous les saules qui pleurent et effleurent 

L'eau qui dort comme une morte k leurs pieds ; 

Elles vont vers Tautomne et babillent 

Avec des mots de podte : 30 

La vie est faite et d^faite 

Comme un bouquet aux mains d'une fiUe. 

La chanson sonne autour du pressoir 

Au pas lourd des vignerons ; 

L'ombre, plus h&tive k chaque soir, 35 

Disperse les rondes qu'elle rompt 

Comme des guirlandes fan^ ; 

Les plaines sont moissonn^, 

Les treilles d^ouronn^s ; 

Rieuses, mais ^tonn^, 40 

Sous Teffeuillaison des charmilles 

Elles vont vers I'hiver qui les guette : 

Car la vie est faite et d^faite 

Comme un bouquet aux mains d'une fille. 

La CUvrti de Vie : Chansons k L'Ombre. 

cxx 

On se prouve que tout est bien ; 
Qu'il est sage de changer de rdve ; 
Que tout sera mieux, demain ; 
Que le pass^ s'y achdve; 

Qu'il est bon de rompre un lien ; 5 

De fouler les feuilles mortes ; 

Qu'hier est d^j4 trop ancien 

Pour qu'on en cause encor de la sorte ; 
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Que la vie est toujours nouvelle ; 

Que demain est le jour des forts ... lo 

Je me souviens dlieures plus belles 

Que demain— et domain, c'est la mort. 



Demain, est aux vingt ans fiers ; 

Lours rires passent, et Ton rosto acooud^ ; 

On a honte, un peu, do ses joyeux hiers, 15 

Comme d'un habit d^mod^. 

Demain, e'est I'automno qui parle 

Do plus prte k Toroille qui T^couto. 

Je suis sans regret, mais j'ai mal ; 

Jo suis sans effix>i, mais je doute ; 90 

Non certes, do ma joumte : 
J'ai v^cu, au mieux, le po^me ; 
Mais r&me reste 6tonn6e 
Do n'fitre plus elle-mSme. 



J'omporte comme un fardeau l^ger, 25 

Comme une gerbe do flours et do feuilles, 
Toute I'ombre do ton verger, 
Toute la lumi^re do ton seuil ; 

Le poids est si doux qu'il m'emvre 
D'un baiser do lys sur la bouche ; j> 

Fait-il done tout coci pour, enfin, que tu livres 
L'aveu de ton &me farouche ? 

II est bon de partir quand on aime, 

II est doux de se quitter ainsi : 

Puisqu'on no le sait qa'k ce prix 35 

Et qu'on se d^couyre soi-mSme. 

[La Pwrtenza, xiii-xv. 
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GUSTAVE KAHN 

1859 

iL Kabx was bom at Metz of Jewish parentage^ and finished his 
education at the School of Oriental Languages in F^iris. After some 
journalistic experience he spent four years in North Africa and, on 
returning to Paris, founded La Vogue (1886) and produced in that 
strenuous little review most of the pieces which are to be found in 
his first volume of poetry. He took an active part in the manage- 
ment of another militant periodical, Le SymJbcliste^ and in this and 
other organs — French and Belgian — of the new poetical movement 
he did notable work for some years as a critic and especially as a 
theorist on prosody. Les NomadeSy published in 1887, was among 
the first-fruits of Symbolism ; and M. Eahn speedily won and nAin- 
tained by successive publications a very eminent place among French 
poets of the day. The bait part of his output in verse — relatively 
small. in quantity — is collected in two volumes: Prtmiers Poimes 
and Le Livre cTImageB (Paris, 1897 : Sod^t^ du Mereure de France). 
In prose he has written some novels, an anti-catholic pamphlet, and 
L'Etth^tque de la Eue (1901). 

Among the writers of this generation who have enriched or at least 
variegated the garden of French poetry with exotics, M. Eahn has 
cultivated some rare plants of Eastern origin. The Orient which his 
cunning and often delicious music evokes most often is rather that 
Orient whose charm filtered into the French poetry of the Middle 
Ages than that with which the Romantics glutted their wild and 
uninstructed fancy : but it is above all the Orient for which a poet 
of Eastern race, a nomad exiled in the settled order of the West, 
yearns inconsolably. He evokes it by the opulent embroidery of his 
dreams and by the languorous tenderness of his subtle incantations. 
M. Kahn is an arabesque Uluminator who decorates the short essential 
themes of many ballads and many tales with designs at once hieratic 
and elusive in their variety. He is often (and especially in his earlier 
work) obscure; and he has been reproached quite justly with a 
licentious syntax and a vocabulary in which words that are too old 
and words that are too young jostle each other disconcertingly. But 
no one denies his great verbal charm. 
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He was probably the first French poet who broke altogether with 
the ancient forms of French verse, and attempted not a renovation 
but something entirely new. The system he devised (of which the 
preface to Premiers pohnes gives the theory) is complicated and 
indeed unique. It is enough to say that neither rime nor the 
enumeration of syllables is essential to it, and that the principle of 
recurrence is transferred to the rhythmical elements into which a 
model or thematic line may be resolved and to the feelings or ideas 
which it expresses. Internal assonance, and also parallelism (which 
is the assonance of meaning) play a paramount part in the construc- 
tion of M. Eahn's curious and — given the conditions — accomplished 
verse. It is to be regretted that he has in recent years produced so 
little of it. 

CXXI 

Quand le roi vint k sa tour 
la belle vint lui dire — Ah, Roi 

Ni les Spouses de tes vizirs qui s'entr'ouyrent sous tes regards 
ni les lointaines exil^es qui pleurent les forets barbares 
ne d^c^ent les inconnus que denouent mes bras tour k 
tour. 5 

Loin de toi souffrir est dur aux fleurs de Y6me, 

r&me p&tit d'appels inutiles et languit : 

ce coffiret de saveurs k toi, mon corps, prends-le pour toi ; 

que tes mains b^nissent mon front incUn^. 

De la tour le roi r^pondit : lo 

Ce reve que tu vins tendre tes levres courtes 

toutes les &mes de mon Stre I'attendaient en habits de fSte ; 

pour tes levres et I'escorte de decors de ton rfive 

les tapis sont pr^ts et les lampes veillent et les voeux 

attendent. 
que tardais-tu, en rires perdus, oil dormais-tu ? 15 

Quand le roi dormit sur la tour, la belle triste frissonna 

Si tu ne savais pas que c'est errance et treve 
le pauvre instant d'amour endormeur du remords 
je sais qu'il lui £aut dtre unique et comme en rgve 
et je vais vers les ombres ap&Iies de la mort. 20 

[Ohanaona d*omicmt : ^ventails. 
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CXXII 

Image 

Le cabaret est plein de panses 
devotes devant autant de brocs, 

et c'est fumte dense. 
Le compagnon du tour de France 
y vient frapper ; c'est son repos. s 

Femme, donnez-moi le glte 
et me veraez du vin sans eau. — 
Es-tu charpentier, es-tu matelot, 

es-tu calfskt ? 
Nous ayons ici besoin de ces gens-14. lo 

Femme» verse-moi plein men broc. 
Voici rami compas et la fiddle ^querre ; 

je sais tailler des bibelots 
dans le bois de ch^ne, avec mon ciseau 
et sertir des saints pour la proue des yaisseaux. — 15 
II n'est ici nul yaisseau 
que des barques grSles et puis des radeaux, 
les uns pour la mer, d'autres pour les canaux ; 
on taillait des saints au temps des pri^res, 
r^glise maintenant a une porte en fer 30 

et les ex>votos sont en carton-pierre. 

Alors les temps sont durs ? — 

oui, on mange les os 

et Ton gratte la huche et Ton boit le yin sur. 

Alors, comm^re, le gite et un broc, 25 

un peu de fromage et puis un chanteau. 

Je partirai domain plus loin de la mer. 

[Le Livre d! Images : Par la Lande et la Mer grise. 
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ALBERT SAMAIN 

1858-1900 

Thb parents of Albert Samain were tradespeople at Lille. He was 
a schoolboy when his father died ; and to help to sapport his mother 
and a yonnger sister and brother he was obliged to take a place in a 
bank, and a little later became cashier to a firm of sngar brokers. 
His early life was dtdl, friendless and laborious, but he snatched 
what time he could for reading, taught himself Greek and English, 
and had begun to write verses when, in 1880, an extension of the 
business brought him to Paris. Here he was persuaded to try his 
luck in journalism, but without influence he could not get his work 
accepted : only a Lille review gave shelter to some middling prose of 
his about this time. His mother and brother joined him in Paris 
and his commercial prospects grew brighter : but he preferred to get 
smaller pay and more leisure as a clerk in the civil service, and from 
1883 until his last illness he was employed at the Prefecture de la 
Seine. Acting on the advice of M. Bichepin, with whom he had a 
slight acquaintance, Samain now attempted to escape from intellectual 
insulation by joining a group of young literary vagabonds who called 
themselves ' Nous Autres ' ; and when Salis started his ' Chat Noir,' 
began to spout verses at that famous night-house. The name was 
also given to a paper, and there some few of his early poems appeared 
and were appreciated by the more intelligent members of the 
fraternity, though Samain was far from sharing the revolutionary 
aspirations just beginning to be formulated, and was in fact content 
as yet to echo the distinctive notes of Parnassus with a scholarly 
perfection. Out of these first literary associations two or three solid 
friendships developed. But his life was still very lonely, for he was 
poor and very shy; and for several years, while, for his mother's 
sake, with a filial piety rare even in France, he still devoted most of 
his time to an uncongenial livelihood, he continued silently groping 
and finding his way in the tai^le of opposing formulas into which he 
had wandered without the ordinary initiation of the schools, and 
wisely refused to interrupt by premature publication a long struggle 
to attain complete sincerity with the knowledge of his real bent. 
Holidays, at long intervals, on the Rhine, in Savoy, in London, 
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were hia only distractioii, and the only events in his monotonoaa 
ezifltenoe. 

At last» in 1893, Au Jardin de VInfamie was published. The 
critics almost unanimously saluted a new poet, a great poet The 
scruples of an excessive modesty, and some constitutional in^tia, 
prevented Samain from following up this Intimate success at once ; 
— and when Aux FlancB dm Foue appeared in 1898 it was almost 
oveiiooked. Meanwhile he had caught glimpses of the Low 
Countries, the Pyrenees and Italy, and these travels as well aa 
his continual e^qdoration of the beauties of Paris and a wide range 
of reading (which included metaphysics) had furnished his imagina- 
tion and ballasted his mind. He had taken a conspicuous part, 
too, in founding a literary organ destined to a brilliant career, 
Le Mercure de Framee, and contributed both poetry and short stories 
to its pages. 

After the appearance of his second volume, Samain set to work 
at once on a dramatic poem, Pdfpkime, But his health, which 
had always been delicate, and had suflfored much from constant 
overwork and disappointments, now became precarious. His mother's 
death at the end of 1898 was a blow from which he did not recover ; 
and a winter in the South only retarded for a £ew months the 
progress of a consumption which soon showed itsell A year later, 
having broken down entirely, he was taken to Lille, his birthplace, 
to be nursed by his sister, and from Lille to the country hoite of a 
friend in the valley of Chevreuse, near Versailles. It was theie 
that he quietly expired in the summer of 1900. A third volume of 
poetry, Le Chariot dOr, was published posthumously, and alao some 
• stories in prose. PoLypheme^ his exquisitely pathetic sylvan tragedy, 
was produced at a Paris theatre, with great success, so lately as the 
summer of 1908. 

The entirely personal talent of Albert Samain developed slowly 
and almost in solitude, and is the more sincere. Temperament in 
him was stronger than literary admirations which, perhaps, leaned 
to a poetry more stately, more objective and of harder outlines than 
his own. He is the most spontaneous of SymboUsts, for his soul is 
in his dreams and with the roses and statues of his enchanted garden 
he expressed himself. ' Un paysage est un ^tat d'ftme.' The yearning 
for far-off imagined lands is the supreme emotion of his poetry, and 
regretful as a memory of lost delight and faded glory. No French 
poet is more sensitive to the nervous spell of hours and seasons : in 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



ALBERT SAMAIN 821 

none of our time is a more poignant tenderness ennobled by a finer 
discretion. He was rich in pity and in fortitude. Something of 
Yigny's reserved and lucid melancholy, of the languor and the secret 
bitterness that are in L^on Dierx, belongs to Samain; and by a 
certain simplicity and Ids melodious perfection he continues Yerlaine. 
His form, unfettered by mere prosodical superstitions, cleaves to the 
sane tradition of French verse: it is absolutely accomplished; for 
Samain's grace, limpidity, delicate sense of colour and intensity of 
accent are unfailing, whether they are used to suggest the anxious 
premonitions of silence or the restlessness that twilight brings, or to 
evoke Parisian sunsets, autumnal forests or the lights of English 
harbours, or to resuscitate the golden frailty of the passengers for 
Cythera, or raise before us the heroic or voluptuous ghosts of ancient 
fame. 

An Jardin de rinfante, Le Chariot d^Or and Aux Flancs du Van 
(with Folyphime), as well as a volume of Contei are all published by 
the Soci^t^ du Mereure de France, M. L^on Bocquet's remarkable 
study of the poet's life and work is published by the same Society 
(1904). 

CXXIII 

MUSIQUE SUB L'EaU 

Oh ! j^coute la symphonie; 
Rien n'est doux comme une agonie 
Dans la musique ind^finie 
Qu'exhale un lointain yaporeuz ; 

D'une langueur la nuit s'enivre, 5 

Et notre coeur qu'elle d^livre 

Du monotone eflfort de vivre 

Se meurt d'un tr^pas langoureuz. 

Qlissons entre le ciel et Tonde, 

Glissons sous la lune profonde ; lo 

Toute mon ftme, loin du monde, 

S'est T6fagi6e en tes yeux, 

Et je regarde tes prunelles 

Se p&mer sous les chanterelles, 

Comme deux fleurs sumaturelles 15 

Sous un rayon m^lodieux. 

X 
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Oh I ^ooQte la BTinphonie; 

Rien n'est doax comme I'l^fonie 

De la Idvre k la Id^re unie 

Dans la musique ind^finie ... ao 

[Au Jwrd^n de V Infante. 
cxxiv 

AUTDMNS 

A pas lents et suivis du chien de la maison, 
Nous refaisons la route k pr^ent trop connue. 
Tin pfde automne saigne au fond de Tavenue, 
Et des femmes en deuil passent h, I'horizon. 

Comme dans un prteu dlioBpice ou de prison, 5 

L'air est calme et d'une tristesse oontenue ; 
Et chaque feuille d'or tombe, Theure venue, 
Ainsi qu'un souvenir, lente, sur le gazon. 

Le Silence entre nous marche . . . Cceurs de mensonges, 
Chacun, las du voyage, et miir pour d'autres songes, 10 
R6ve ^o'istement de retoumer au port 

Mais les bois ont, oe soir, tant de m^lancolie 
Que notre oceur s'^meut 4 son tour et s'oublie 
A parler du pass^, sous le ciel qui s'endort» 

Doucement, k mi*voiz, comme d'un enfant mort ... 15 

[Au Ja/rdin de VInfanJte. 

cxxv 

YsiLLiiK 

Penser. Seul dans la nuit sibylline fr^mir ! . . . 
£tre pareil au feu, pur, subtil et vivace ; 
Et, respirant I'ld^ errante dans Tespace, 
Sentir, ainsi qu'un dieu, son front mortel grandir. 

Ordonner k son sang h6roIque d'agir ; 5 

Quitter ses vanit^i pauvres, clinquant et crasse; 
Et revStant Torgueil, claire et bonne cuirasse, 
D'un 61an ivre au seoil de Tinfini surgir ! 
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Sentir passer en soi, comme une onde ruisselle, 

Le flot mflodieuz de Tftme uniyerselle, xo 

Entendre dans son ocBur le ciel m6me qui bat : 

Et comme un Salomon, lourd de magniiScence, 
Voir dans un faste d'or, de pierres et d'essences, 
Yenir k soi son oeuyre en reine de Saba. 

[Au Jardin de VInfamJte. 

cxxvi 

SOIB DE PRINTBMPS 

Premiers soirs de printemps : tendresse inavoute . . . 

Aux ti^deurs de la brise ^harpe d6nou6e . . . 

Caresse a^rienne . . . Encens myst^rieux . . . 

Ume qu'une main d'ange incline au bord des cieux . . . 

Oh ! quel d6sir ainsi, troublant le fond des &mes, 5 

Met ce pli de langueur k la hanche des femmes ? 

Le couchant est d'or rose et la joie emplit Fair, 

Et la ville, ce soir, chante comme la mer. 

Du clair jardin d'avril la porte est entr'ouyerte, 

Aux arbres l^rs tremble une poussi^re yerte. 10 

Un peuple d'artisans descend des ateliers ; 

Et, dans Tombre oil sans fin sonnent les lourds souliers, 

On dirait qu'une main de Y^ronique essuie 

Les fronts rudes tach^s de sueur et de suie. 

La semaine s'ach^ye, et yoici que soudain, 15 

Joyeuses d'annoncer la Pftques de domain, 

Les cloches, s'^branlant aux yieilles tours gothiques, 

Et reyenant du fond des sidcles catholiques. 

Font tressaillir quand mdme aux frissons anciens 

Ce qui reste de foi dans nos yieux os chr^tiens ! ao 

Mais d^ji, soiuriant sous ses yoUes s^y^res, 

La nuit, la nuit paYenne apprfite ses mystdres : 

Et le croissant d'or fin, qui monte dans Tazur, 

Rayonne, par degr^ plus limpide et plus pur. 

Sur la yille briilante, un instant apais^e, 25 

On dirait qu'une main de femme s'est posde ; 

Les couleurs, les rumours s'^teignent peu k peu ; 

L'enchantement du soir s'ach^ye • . . et tout est bleu I 
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Ineffable minute oil Time de la foule 

Se sent mourir un peu dans le jour qui s'teoule ... 30 

£t le c<Bur ya flottant vers de tendros hasards 

Dans I'ombre qui s'6toile aux lantemes des chara 

Premiers soirs de printemps : brises, l^^res fi^vres ! 

Douceur des yeux ! • . . Ti^deur des mains ! . . . Langueur 

des l^yres ! 
Et TAmour, une rose k la bouche, laissant 35 

Trainer k terre un peu de son manteau glissaat, 
Nonchalamment s'accoude au parapet du fleuve, 
Et puisant au carquois d'or une fltehe neuve, 
De ses beaux yeux voiles, cruel adolescent, 
Sourit, silencieux, k la Nuit qui cousent. 40 

[Le Oha/riot cCOr. 

CXXVII 

Mon enfance captive a v^cu dans des pierres, 
Dans la ville oil sans fin, yomissant le charbon, 
L'usine en feu d^yore un peuple moribond. 
' Et pour yoir des jardins je fermais les paupiftres . . . 

J'ai grandi ; j'ai rey^ d'orient, de lumi^res, 5 

De riyages de fleurs oil I'air tiMe sent bon, 
De cit^s aux noms d'or, et, seigneur yagabond, 
De pay^s florentins oil trainer des rapi^res. 

Puis je pris en d^goflt le carton du d6cor 

Et maintenant j'entends en moi Tftme du Nord zo 

Qui chante, et chaque jour j'aime d'un cceur plus fort 

Ton air de sainte femme, 6 ma terre de Flandre, 
Ton peuple graye et droit, ennemi de Tesclandre, 
Ta douceur de mis^re oil le coeur se sent prendre, 

Tes marais, tes pr^ yerts oil rouissent les lins, 15 

Tes bateaux, ton ciel gris oil toument les moulins, 
Et cette veuye en noir avec ses orphelins . . • 

[Le Chariot d'Or. 
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PAUL FORT 

1872 

M. Paul Poet, who was bom at Reims, began to be beard of before 
he was twenty, as the founder of a little theatre which succeeded in 
introducing The Cenci of Shelley and Marlowe's Fattsttu to a few 
Parisians, besides some plays of M. Maeterlinck's which are now 
famous. Since his first book appeared in 1894, he has written and 
published a considerable quantity of poetry under the general title of 
Ballades fran<p,ues. 

It would seem that he adopted the system of printing verse to 
look like prose not so much as a test of its genuine quality, as under 
an illusion that he writes something between the two. There is 
nothing between verse and prose (except bad prose and execrable 
verse); and the Ballades of M. Fort^ since they conform to an 
external rhythm quite independent of typography, are indubitably 
verse, and verse of remarkable merit. Indeed, in nearly every case, 
the measure they suggest immediately to the reader's ear, being an 
old traditional measure, imposes itself in spite of the syllabic varia- 
tions the poet affects, sometimes counting the mutes and sometimes 
neglecting them, and occasionally docking a hemistich of a syllable : 
it is seldom that one is left in any doubt how to read his lines, 
because they are ancestral, and because he has tact ; the norm being 
quite certain, the ear invents a system of equivalents easily. Let it 
be added that M. Fort^ when he uses the Alexandrine, as he does 
chiefly, respects the 'median caemra^ far more consistently than 
many of his contemporaries or immediate predecessors. He often 
rimes richly, often substitutes assonance, sometimes uses alliteration 
— here and there blank verse. In a word it is the verse of a scholar 
cunning enough to reproduce the very irregularities of that popular 
poetry in which the French provinces are so rich — but without losing 
his own real spontaneity. 

The title of his poetry (of course he uses the word baMade in the 
Romantic, which is the English sense, not the formal one) is applic- 
able especially to his first series — songs of the French countrysides, 
familiar and intense, picturesque and evocative, in which the readers 
of Mr. A E. Housman may catch here and there a fugitive affinity 



Digitized by 



Google 



826 A OENTUBY OF FRENCH POETS 

with the ShropMre Lad. M. Fort is at his best perhaps when he is 
most homely; but he is often admirable, too, when he leaves the 
village behind him and the ringing steeples and the husbandmen and 
the cheerful highways, and at a higher pitch of aesthetical emotion, 
bnt with equal limpidity and the same independence of stodions 
prosodies, harmonises his being with some single aspect of the 
beautifal world, bathes in sunlight, drinks in the breeze and tells 
how happy he b to be alive. He has seen hills and ocean, storm 
and twilight with his own eyes and sung them with radiant sincerity. 
Also, he has peopled the woodlands with Silenus' crew; has made 
himself a medie^ chronicler, a Monstrelet or a Juvenal des Urains 
in verse, to teU the life and legend of Louu Ome ; he has even com- 
posed a little love story, Luciennej which is almost a very modem 
novel. So various are these Ballades, Possibly he does not know 
how much more he is a renewer than an innovator ; at any rate he 
has forged himself an instaxunent infinitely supple, of infinite promise 
in the hands of an artist singularly curious and receptive, but 
unmbtakably and sanely national. If the audacious impressionism 
of Laf orgue and the confidential lispings of Yerlaine have borne 
a part in his development, the spiritual identity of M. Paul Fort 
persists in a particular intonation, fresh as the sea-spray and as 
tender as young grass. 

Le$ Ballades franfaises are published by the Soci^t^ du Mereure 
de Fram/ct. 

CXXVIII 

Ballades 

Ah I que de joie, la flfite et la musette troublent nos coBurs 
de leurs accords charmants, voici venir les gars et les fillettes, 
et tous les vieux au son des instruments. 

6ai, gai, marions-nous, les rubans et les comettes, gai, gai, 
marions-nous, et ce joli couple, itou ! 

Que de plaisirs quand dans I'eglise en f£te cloche et 
clochettes les appelle tertous, — trois cents clochettes pour 
les yeux de la belle, un gros bourdon pour le oceur de 
Tepoux. 

Gai, gai, marions-nous, les rubans et les comettes, gai, gai, 
marions-nous, et ce joli couple, itou 1 
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La doohe enfin tient nos langues muettes. Ah ! que de 
peine quand oe n'est plus pour nous. . . . Pleurez, les vieux, 
sur V08 livres de messe. Qui sait? bieutdt la cloche sera 
pour Yous. 

Gai, gai, marious-nous, les rubaus et les comettes, gai, gai» 
marions-nous, et ce joli couple, itou ! 

Enfin c'est tout, et la cloche est muette. Allons danser 
au bonheur des ^oux. Vive le gars et la fiUe et la fSte I 
Ah ! que de joie quand oe n'est pas pour nous. 

Qai, gai, marions-nous, les rubans et les comettes, gai, gai, 
marions-nous, et ce joli couple, itou ! 

Que de phusir, la fltlte et la musette Yont rajeunir les 
Yieux pour un moment. Voici danser les gars et les fiUettes. 
Ah 1 que de joie au son des instruments ! 

[BaUadea Jrcmfaisea : Les Cloches. 

cxxix 

Vision du Cb&»uscule 

Plus limpide k mourir qu'il ne le fiit k naltre, et couleur 
des ^toiles aYant de disparaitre, le jour prom^ne au loin sa 
lumi^ de soi^a Derri6re la colline oti s'espacent les 
hdtres, il argente le ciel, m^lodieux sous les branches: et 
tons les troncs alignent leur ombre qui s'allonga 

Je laisse aller ma Yie au gr^ du jour mourant Je sens 
comme un bien-Stre et comme une sagesse p^6trer en mon 
ftme. Et I'extase me prend k la fratche lumi^re blanchissant 
Tazur calme, k ces hltres Yoil^s de soir, k leur tristesse, k 
Tinclinaison triste et graYC de leurs palmes. 

Une clart^ sereine, une blancheur cdeste, que doucement 
d^gradent les nuances de Tazur, un blanc foyer de lueurs, 
immense et couYrant FOuest, comme un grand lys glacial 
balance dans Tair pur, accuse la colline et la met en relief. . . • 
Je laisse error ma Yie au gr6 du jour mourant Je graYis 
la colline et je marohe en rdYant. 

Or je tratne mon ombre, ainsi, baissant la tdte. Une lueur 
de jour est sur le gazon ras, et les hdtres allongent leur 
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ombre vers mes pas. Est-ce Taube naiflsante ? ou le jour 
qui fl'^panche ? . . . Je l^ve les deux mains, et leurs paumes 
sont blanches. Derri^re la coUine oil s'espacent les hStres, 
le soir berce un grand lys lumineuz sous les branches. 

Cependant les ^toiles, au-dessus de ma tdte, scintillent. 
Le z6nith a son azur profond. Bientdt le Chariot d'or y 
posera son timon. lA-bas, nageant dans Tombre, est-ce un 
yaisseau de nacre, ce nuage pommel^ ot brftle Ald^baran ? 
Le ciel oriental a revdtu ses astres ; je les revois mir^ dans 
un fieuve aux eauz lentes — ^puis, toumte vers le jour, ma 
prunelle s'argente. 

Cette clart6 subite, oubli6e, me surprend, plus glacde qu'un 
miroir. Quel ^blouissement de prisme toumoyant yient 
enyahir mon dtre? . . . Mes paupi^res se closent dans le 
ravissement. Je vois en moi le Jour et ses heures de fSte ! 
^louissez mon &me, belles heures m£l^ ! Tantdt c'est une 
aurore en feu qui me p^nfetre. un midi d'or trainant les 
violettes du couchant, et tantdt c'est Tazur d'une aube 
d^voil^, oil la terre paratt, couronn^e de verdura 

Je bute dans les herbes, mes yeux s'ouvrent au monde. 
Je regarde les h^tres et je les sens pleins d'ombre. O ce 
jour sous les arbree oil se plaint le zephyr, pourquoi si 
froidement me vient-il telairer? . . . Je m'approche des 
hStres: je les ai yus fr^mir. Et voici qu'une feuille se 
dtooupe tremblante sur le ciel argent^, que des milliers de 
feuilles se d^tachent du soir, que des millions de feuilles se 
d^coupent en noir, par la brise agite6s! Je les yoib, une 
k une, et par branche, Plater noires au ciel limpide, et je 
yois Tombre prendre, comme un feu d^vorant, sur leur foide 
parlante. 

D'un seul effort j'atteins le haut de la coUina Mes yeux 
fouillent I'espace de ce c6t^ qui luit. Et deyant moi, partout, 
dans Tombre oil le jour fuit, et jusqu'aux horizons faisant 
mouYoir leurs lignes, je yois des arbres noirs s'^heyeler yers 
lui. J'^coute; j'entends les feuilles moUement cr^piter, les 
arbres s'agiter, tordre des fiammes sombres, dtehir^ en 
flammtehes sous des yents atgent^s. C'est Tinoendie de 
Tombre au fond d'un soir d'^td ! , . . Brusquement, le ciel 
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mSme est envahi par Tombre. . . . Trois fois un jet d'atgent 
sort comme une touflfeur d'orage, de plus lointain des collines 
boifl^es. Mais oe n'est pas la foudre, ce ne sont pas ses 
lueurs, je n'entends pas rouler le tonnerre— et j'ai peur ! 
Et je me sens mourir et mon coeur s'est glac^, k cet appel 
mystique du soleil efface. 

[Lea HyTMies dv, Feu^ vii. 

{BaUadea fra/nfaiaes, vii* Sirie). 
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CHARLES GUfiRIN 

1873 

M. Chableb QuiuN is a Lorrain from Lun^ville, who aeldom leaves 
his native province. He once edited and indeed composed a poetical 
magazine called Le Sonnet at Nancy, and has contributed to a good 
many young periodicals : but he has kept aloof from the ' schools ' 
and from the literary quarrels of his time. His first poems were 
hardly noticed, but with Le Ccew Solitaire he became almost famous, 
and he is one of the younger poets of whom something great may be 
expected with confidence. A subtle and mature technique in his 
case has discovered new secrets of expression and used them without 
eccentricity. His personal, sensitive and limpid talent recalls Albert 
Samain, but if he has not all the intensity as yet of the author of 
Pclyphhuu^ he is also healthier. He is in all senses an idealist^ and 
like his countryman, M. Maurice Barr^, he may be said to repre- 
sent a sort of national reaction in art which is almost inseparable 
from a sympathy (if no more) with all the French traditions, and 
especially the Christian tradition. For the rest he does not force the 
emotional note, he thinks and awakens thought^ he attains the just 
epithet without apparent effort^ and he uses the strict syllabic verse 
— criming however exclusively for the ear and very often varying 
rime with pure assonance. He inclines to a certain diffuseness. 
M. Gu6rin has expressed a fraternal admiration for another living 
poet^ M. Francis Jammes, who, from the solitude of his home at the 
foot of the Pyrenees, has launched more than one volume of poetical 
merchandise in which the mixture of good and bad is almost in- 
extricable. M. Jammes is indeed (what is rare in French literature) 
a true bucolic poet» but his form exceeds too often the singular 
disdain of poetical ritual reached by Jules Laforgue, whose influence 
is very apparent upon his earlier work {De VAngeluB de Paube d 
VAngelus da soir\ full as it is of experiments in deliberate triviality 
and in deliberate prosaism. It would be unpardonable not to 
mention his name in speaking of M. Gu6rin ; but it is not possible 
to give a just notion of his originality within limits which neither 
his intrinsic merit nor his authority would justify us in exceeding. 
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Joien 6riie$, 1894 ; L$ Sang du Cr^puiculea^ 1895 ; SawneU et tm 
Poime, 1897 ; Le Semmr de Cmdna, 1901 ; Le Cobmut Sdiiaire, 1898 ; 
L'Mratfunibre, 1900. 

oxxx 

Le sombre ciel lact^ se voiite en fonae d'archa 

Un grand silence ^mu beroe les choses ; Tarbre 

Palpite au vent l^ger qui passe, et dans ratable 

On entend remuer les bStes dans la paille. 

La confuse rumeur des s&ves qui travaillent 5 

Traverse le sommeil de Thomme apr^ la t&che. 

Comme un laboureur las qui s'arrache k la gl6be, 

L'humble poete alors sort de la chair et l^ve 

Vers la vivante nuit, radieuse et profonde, 

Un front qui porte aussi sa lumiere et ses mondes. xo 

H^las ! interroger ce qui ne peut r^pondre, 

Dit-il ! ah ! tout mon coeur d6bile et sa mis^re I 

J'ai laiss^ sous mon toit s'endormir mon aieule, 

Et me Yoici, devant le songe de la terre, 

Frissonnant comme un brin de foin sec sur la meule. 15 

Le rhythme int^rieur qui r^t la mati^re 

Comme Tillustre lyre antique ^meut les pierres, 

Les s^ves en tumulte ^artent les decrees, 

Autour de moi la ruche invisible bourdonne, 

Et, frSle comme un jonc dans le fleuve des forces, ao 

Je doute en fl6chissant de mon &me immortelle : 

O nuit, le temps s'^coule, et je ne suis qu'un homme ! 

Plus faible et sanglotant qu'au jour de mon baptdme, 

Je pense k vous qui, hauts et droits, 6 mes ancdtres, 

Vteiites avec Tame et la force des cMre& 35 

La voix du Cr6ateur sur vos fibres vibrantes 

Chantait comme un vent pur dans les rameaux sonores. 

Votre coeur large et pur s'ouvrait comme une grange ; 

Vous aimiez Toraison du pauvre k votre porte, 

Et votre foi d'enfants pleurait sur T^j^vangile. 30 

Beni soit notre pain de chaque jour, b^nies 

La joumte et la nuit» diaiez-vous, et la vie 

Coulait pour voua comme une eau cloire sur I'argila 
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L'6t6 brdkit ; et vous veniez avec r^pouse 

Yous asaeoir oil je suis, aux heures oil le jour 35 

S'enfuit en ne laueant au ciel que des ^toiles. 

Alors le rieux d&ir humain joignait les bouches. 

Sans penser que la mort est au fond de I'amour, 

Yous laiflsiez puissamment tressaillir dans vos moelles 

La saine volupt6 qui fait les fortes races. 40 

Plus tard, quand, jardinier rid^, TAutomne passe, 

Yous voyiez k vos bras les enfants se suspendre 

Oomme un bouquet de fruits dor^s apr^ la branche. 

Simples et droits, 6 mes ancetres, vous portiez 

Des &mes que le soir de la chair trouvait grandes. 45 

Large ivresse ! J^entends chuchoter les halliers, 

Et la terre en amour rit au celeste ablme. 

Le temps plane sur moi comme un aigle immobile. 

Je Toudrais me confondre avec les choses, tordre 

Mes bras centre la pierre et les fratches forces, 50 

£tre Tarbre, le mur, le pollen et le sel, 

Et me dissoudre au fond de Tdtre universel. 

Je ne veux pas de femme en pleurs sur ma poitrine : 

Toute chair k ma bouche a le gotlt du p^ch^, 

Et mon coeur est amer comme un fruit dess^h6. 55 

Que Dieu jette son nom sonore k la ravine, 

Et mon esprit, coteau pierreux et desolS, 

Ne rendra pas T^cho des paroles divines. 

C'est que dans Tivre et large ^moi des belles nuits 

Oil tout bruit, palpite et soupire k la fois, 60 

Oil le silence m@me a sa rumeur, les voix 

Couvrent la melodic absolue ; et Tesprit 

Qu'on a tenu pench^ trop longtemps sur la foi 

S'y trouble comme un clair visage au fond d'un puit& 

Celui qui frappe au seuU et prie avec des larmes 65 

Se voit un Stranger qu'aucun hdte n'accueille ; 

On se sent faible ; on tremble, on doute que son &me 

Dans la creation p6se plus que la feuiUe ; 

On craint que la clart6 divine ne soit plus 
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Qu'une demi^re 6toile au coeur des hommes purs. 70 

Le monde est triste et yieux, et les nouveaux yenus 
Pour qui le ciel est vain comme un mot incoimu 
Ont recouch^ le Christ dans son s^pulcre obscur. 

Mais je veux^ 6 mon Dieu, malgr6 tout, croire en toi. 

Prdte-moi la candeur de la vierge et la foi 75 

De Tenfant. Que je sois vigilant, bon et simple. 

Accorde-moi sur tous les dons Thumilit^, 

Afin que j'offire au yent de ta yolont^ sainte 

Le docile et profond ^moi d'un champ de bl6. 

Permets-moi d'oublier qu'un soir des temps anciens 80 

Le doute d^borda du calico diyin. 

Enfin rends & mon coeur la jeimesse d'aimer ; 

Que le grain germe encor dans ce jardin ferm6 ! 

Je cherche en ^gar6 ta croix au carrefour, 

Je t'appelle k travers la nature yivante ; 85 

n est temps de m'entendre, d Dieu ! ne sois pas sourd, 

R6conforte mon ftme obscure, ta servante, 

Car, pareille k Tablme 6toil6 de I'amour, 

L'immensit^ des cieux nocturnes m'^pouvante. 

[Le CcsuT Solitaire, 
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AUGUSTE ANGELLIER 

1848 

M. Akoblubb, who was bom at Dimkirk and educated at Boulogne 
and at Loi)i»-le-Qrand in Paris, has devoted most of his life, since the 
great War'm which he served as a volunteer, to English scholarship. 
At different public schools, at the Universities of Douai and Lille 
where he long held the chair of English, and more recently at the 
Higher Normal School of the Bue d'Ulm, he had a very brilliant 
academical career, and his reputation, not only as a stimulating 
master but as a great humanist, has crossed the Channel. His well- 
known study of the Life and Works of Robert Bums (1889, 1893), 
a monument of interpretative sympathy and solid, unpedantic learning 
which contains without irrelevance a whole theory of poetical expres- 
sion, and reflects a sane, tender and robust humanity, has long been 
accepted as authoritative. 

Apart from a few contributions to periodicals, M. Angellier pub- 
lished no verse before 1896, when A VAmie perdue^ which has been 
called a romance in sonnet-form, appeared. Its remarkable technical 
qualities imply a patient if secret apprenticeship to the craft of verse. 
The interest is mainly psychological, but the work is full of delicate 
descriptions which attune the quiet landscape of the North of France 
to all the vidssitudes of a moving story, told with the noblest reti- 
cence, of a passion and a renouncement A collection of short lyrics 
followed, in which a minute study of nature seized in the most 
particular and evanescent effects of seasons and elements is not less 
apparent than a resourceful suppleness of form, a familiar grace, a 
candid and vigorous philosophy of life. Three parts, so far, have 
since appeared of a graver and more important work, Dwm la 
Lumtire Antique, The dialogues on love, on the civic spirit, on 
nature, which compose the two first volumes are likely to fill a con- 
siderable place in contemporary poetry. The older taste for disserta- 
tions in verse is associated, by ill fortune, with solemn platitudes and 
the shameless nudity of tedious abstractions; but in M. Angellier's 
poetry reason is winged and the virtues and the affections are em- 
bodied ; the tone is natural, and wisdom, pure of all magisterial 
taint, is conveyed in concrete and compelling images. He has 
abandoned dialogue in his latest volume, in which the atmosphere is 
still that of a venerable civiliaatiou. 
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AUGUSTE ANGELLIER 3S5 

Of all the French poets whose talent has emerged dnring the last 
twenty years, M. Angellier seems almost alone to haye escaped the 
contagion of symbolism. The vogue of a school was little likely, 
indeed, to tempt his matnrity, bat his art has unquestionably profited 
by all the experiments of a century. Extreme tenacity of vision 
distinguishes him, a generous vocabulary, above all the gift of 
sympathy. * Coroti c'est un homme qui sait s'asseoir,' was said of the 
great painter : it might be said as truly of this accomplished poet. 
He is incapable of ('an [insincere posture : he is also definite, in form 
as well as in spiritual intention ; and if his lines have by no means 
the unyielding surface of the Parnassians and he accepts the reason- 
able reforms which reconcile French prosody once again with the 
spoken language, he handles the traditional instrument with as much 
probity as distinction. 

AQ M. Angellier's poetry is published by Hachette. 

A PAmieperdme (1896) ; Le Ckemin de* 8a%$oni (1903); JUans la 
Lumihe Antique: Le$ Dialogues cT Amour (1905); Le$ Dialogues 
Civiques (1906) ; Les £puodes, I (1908). 

The Clarendon Press has published a volume of selections from 
his writings, prose and verse : Pages choisies^ with an Introduction 
in French from the pen of M'. A. Legouis (Oxford, 1908). 

cxxxi 

La Ob£lb 

Les I^ers grdlons de la grfile 
Bondissent sur le boid des toits ; 
Leur chute claire s'amonc^e, 
Au pied des murs, en tas Straits ; 

Parfois, se heurtant aux parois, 5 

Un grain rejaillit et saut^e 
Sur lea pavte mouillte et froids, 
Comme une blanche sauterella 

Le sol un instant 6tincelle, 

Argent^ de ce fin gravois ; zo 

Les lagers grSIons de la grSle 

Bondissent sur le bord des toits. 

[Lt Chemin des Saiaons : Printemps. 
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oxxxn 

L'HABirtTDE 

La tranquille Habitude aux mains silencieasefl 
Panse, de jour en jour, noe plus grandes blessures ; 
Elle met sur nos coeurs ses bandelettes sOres, 
£t leur verse sans fin ses huiles oublieuses ; 

Les plus nobles chagrins, qui Youdraient se d6fendre, 5 
Ddsireux de durer pour Tamour qu'ils contiennent, 
Sentent le besoin cher et dont ils s'entretiennent 
Devenir, malgr^ eux, moins farouche et plus tendre ; 

Et, chaque jour, les mains endormeuses et douces, 
Les insensibles mains de la lente Habitude 10 

Reeserrent un peu plus I'^trange quietude 
Oil le mal assoupi se soumet et s'^mousse ; 

Et du mSme toucher dont elle endort la peine, 

Du mfime frdlement d^licat qui repasse 

Toujours, elle d^lustre, elle 6teint, elle efface, 15 

Comme un reflet, dans un miroir, sous une haleine, 

Les gestes, le sourire et le visage mdme 

Dont la prince 4tait divine et meurtri^re : 

lis p&lissent converts d'une fine poussi^re. 

La source des regrets devient voU^ et bldme. 90 

A chaque heure apaisant la souffrance amollie, 
Otant de leur ^lat aux volupt^ perdues, 
Elle rapproche ainsi, de ses mains assidues, 
Le pass6 du prteent, et les rteoncilie ; 

La douleur s'amoindrit pour de moindres d^lices ; 25 
La blessure adoucie et calme se referme ; 
Et les hauts d&tespoirs, qui se voulaient sans terme, 
Se sentent lentement change en cicatrices ; 

Et celui qui ch^rit sa sombre inquietude, ^o 

Qui verserait des pleurs sur sa douleur dissoute, 
Plus que tons les tourments et les cris vous redoute, 
Silencieuses mains de la douce Habitude. 

[Le Chemin dea Saisons: Automne. 
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Thb rimes are poor and all (except J^pidaatre) foreseen. The superstition 
of a distinct poetical Tocabulary haunted Millevoye — whence hoc(ige and 
pampre and pdtre and mausdie. 

13. The 'oracle of Epidaurus,' — ue. the doctor's opinion— is &tal at least 
to the reputation of the poem. Aesculapius had a temple at Epidaurus in 
Argolis. 

II 

1. BwiUy * sphere.' 

2. Chitif, Bj a natural association of ideas the word captivwm took 
the meaning 'poor, weaklj, pitiful' in the mouths of Gaulish provincialfl. 
The old sense subdsts in the learned form captif, Cf. Italian caUivo. 

10. iklahcusit. This word is a good instance of what is often called 
contamination or 'crossing.' The old French etibimwr (from houu) has 
been altered under the influence of idaJUr. Of, meugler ( ^^mugir + beugler) 
vvrdtU ( =:virdi+la%) ; and our 'sweetAeor^' originally ' sweetard,' the last 
syllable being simply a common termination, modified by confusion with 
'heart.' 

13. Morgue tranehcmUy 'peremptory pride.' The origin of morffue is 
unknown. 

29. The omission of the article before bwuU touckcmU has a slightly 
archaic effect 

30. Fdt/ir was taken directly from Lat. paU by learned men : in the 
popular language deponent forms all disappeared. There is no reason for 
the circumflex. 

Ill 

There was a popular superstition that a little man in red haunted the 
Tuileries, appearing wheneyer a soyereign was to be remoyed. This song 
was composed and circulated on the eye of the Beyolution of 1830. 

The metrical scheme of each strophe is 6858668856. 

1. The origin of the exclamation /om, ' fle ! ' is not known. 

9, 10. Fwradii'-dia : a oonyentional rime, dix here being pronounced 

diM$. 

18. BemHrininagef on the same principle as dinHmmtt remereimmt, etc.^ 

Y 
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beoatue e mate when not elided cannot stand after a vowel nithin a 
line. 
22-24. The Emigration of 1792. 

26. The little man in red always dresses according to the spirit of the 
honr. 

32. GouUUrny 'eaves.' 

42. Flut n^ypemadSj archaic for je n*y pentaisplui; but the pronoun is 
still popularly omitted in many instwioes, €,g. * oonnais pas ! ' 

IV 

The scheme is 83488 in moat of the strophes ; 83588 in the Sth, 6th« 
11th, 12th and 13th. 
1. Baideuxif ' tumblers,' from the old verb hastder, 

27. Qrimwvrt (grimaifre) is a variaat of grammaire (masculine because it 
stands for un livre de . . .). A grammar-book being in Latin was readily 
confounded with * black art' books in the Middle Ages : omne ignotum pro 
yenefico ! The form of the first syllable may be accounted for by 'dis- 
similation,' i,e. the tendency to avoid repeating a sound (jgrammaHccu, 
gramarie) ; or the stages may have been : *gramatie<iy grmnaire^ grimaifre, 
grimain. (The r is not fully explained ; but ct nudiewn : mire.) 

31. It is charaoteristio that B^ranger's gipsies should know the Greek 
mythology. 

33. OaiemnU is usually spelled gaiment in verse. Vide iii. 18. 
38. ' Though we be bimished from the town.' 

46-60. The stay-at-home, with his eye fixed on the weather-cook of his 
parish steeple, is no true phUosopher. 

65. The origin of canrahiny * saw-bones,' is not known : the termination is 
common to several cant names for professions— -roptn, robin (robe)^ calotm^ 
etc. 



The natural discontent of Napoleon's old soldiers was exasperated in the 
first years of the Bertoration by the distribution of oonunissions among the 
gilded youth whose only recommendation was that ihmr Others had 
emigrated. There is a brilliant passage on the feeling in the army at this 
time in one of the public letters of Paul-Louis Courier. This dramatic 
farewell of the veteran marching out to be shot fDr striking his officer has 
genuine pathos. 

7. L'sKMvics,* drill' 

13. Morv&ux^ a contemptuous word for a * youngster' : literally it means 
one who runs at the nose (morvess < pituite '). 

14. Je Iwi fendsy sa U venir$^ laUUia something similar. 
24b BouieuUr^ ' to hustle,' is for bo%t0-eiui0r — houier ovL 

34. Appasy 'charms,' is properly the plural of apptU^ 'bait' (appa9tivm\ 
but is sometimes treated as a singular. 
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VI 



Among the incidental consequences of Napoleon's &I1, none was felt more 
keenly as a wound to the national pride than the loss of the artistic spoils 
from Italy, Qermany and the Low Countries with which the wars of the 
Beyolution and the Empire had enriched the Louvre. No less than 5233 
works of art, among them 2000 paintings, were claimed by the Allies and 
restored to the countries from which they had been taken. The Medioean 
Venus, the Venus of the Capitol, and the Apollo Belvedere, were among 
the famous statues removed, and the pictures lost to France included 
almost the whole collection of so-called Primdtifs, 

5. Nos libSratev/rSy the Allies, in ironical deference to the fiction by 
which the Boarbons and their supporters strove to palliate a foreign 
victory. 

6. C%ar«, i.e. the vans that were to remove the treasures. 

11. Leo the Tenth (John de* Medici, second son of the Magnificent), 
whose apostolate coincided with the most brilliant phase of the Renaissance 
in Italy (1513-21). 

13. It is hardly necessary to say that nothing went, at least directly, to 
England. 

18. An invocation to Apollo as the inspirer of Homer and champion of 
the nine Muses his daughters against the Python. Apollo slaying the 
Python was chosen by Delacroix many years later as the subject for his fine 
ceiling in the Qalerie d' ApoUon. 

28. Gnidos in Caria possessed the Aphrodite of Praxiteles. 

35. That is, the Medioean Venus is forced to follow the fortunes of war. 

43. Tistui instead of robetj drap$ is characteristic of the * classical 
diction. 

47. As it happened, nothing by Comggio (1494-1534) nor by Francesco 
Albani of Bologna (1508*1661) was removed from the Louvre, 

50. Pi:get (1622-1694), or rather Puget, the most celebrated French sculptor 
of Lewis xrv.'s reign. Lebrun the painter, whose most conspicuous works in 
the Louvre are a Crucifixion and a Martyrdom of S. Stephen, was Puget's 
contemporary, and by no means to be confounded with Mme. Vig^Lebrun. 

51. The great works of Louis David (1748-1826) are in the Salle des 
Sept Chanintoi His seulptnial and deolaniatory talent dominated French 
painting for two generations, and he is the last man to whom a return to 
nature (from the standpoint of nineteenth-oentnry ait) can be justly traced. 
Delavigne's absurd phrase must be understood as an assertion of the obvious 
truth that David led a reaction against the sqphistioated prettiness of 
Oreuze and the roseate frivolity of Bonoher. His ideals were large, human 
and actual, and he is more 'natural' than they in the sense in which the 
Jacobins playing at Qteeks and Romans were sittoerer than great ladies 
playing at shepherdesses. In politics David was an honest man, a regicide 
and an idolater of Napoleon : he was living in exile at Brussels when the 
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Musiniennei appaand, and hii name was a symbol dear to all the maloon- 
tents of the Bestoration. 

58-61. GanoTa's Venus (for which Oaroline Bots^ese sat), his Heicules 
and his Ajax were all remoTed to Italy in 1816, and are now in the 
Borghese Palace. 

68-70. The allusions are to two fiunoos pictures by Oroe, 'Les Pestif&rte 
de Jafia' (1804) and the Battle of the Pyramids (1810) : both are now at 
Versailles. 

71. Gerard's Napoleon at Austerlitz — also at Versailles. 

78, 81. < Le Deluge ' and ' Endymion ' by Oirodet both hang in the Salle 
des Sept Chemin^es. 

82. Nimisu is one of two flying figures in the masterpiece of Prodlion — 
sometimes called the Andr^ Ch^nier of French painting — which represents 
Vengeance and Justice pursuing Crime. The picture was originally painted 
for the First Criminal Court in the Palais de Justice (1808). 

83. Fhidn in the * PhkLre et Hippolyte ' of Gu^rin. 

85. David's great picture *L^nidas aux Thermopyles.' Notice the 
devemees of the transition to the broader theme of this and other Mes- 
thhimnet: Gloria yictis ! 

VII 

In spite of the &tuity disclosed in the last verse, this little poem is not 
an unfayourable example of Delavigne's elegance and Atticism in his 
lighter work. The Villa is, of course, the oelebrated retreat of the Emperor 
Hadrian at Tibur (Tivoli), in which the masterpieces of Greek art were 
accumulated. 

VIII 

There is the vehemence, and indeed the incoherency, of real paanon in 
this outburst ; it is a pity it ends with a fimcy which, if graceful in itself, 
is become a mere commonplace of amatory verse, and leaves us cold. 

IX 

This poem is nothing else but a sigh. Its originality does not consist 'm 
the order of the feelings expressed, in the spacious and hazy description, or 
in the rhythm or the vocabulary — which are purely traditional — but in the 
pitthf the vibrating sincerity, the singiogjjuality of the verse. The reader 
will notice that several of the rimes are particularly indigent^ and several 
of the epithets superfluous or vague. In de&ult of movement, the poem 
has the continuity of spontaneoiuuemotion. Lamartdne tells us, in one of 
the romancing notes appended in later editions to his poetry, that *L'Isde- 
ment ' was written one evening in the autumn of 1819, on a hill overlooking 
his father's house at Milly, where he read the sonnets of Petrarch and 
thought of the Mend he had lost the year before. It is easier to trace the 
influence of Bacine than that of Petrarch in the poem. The poet placed 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



NOTES 341 

it fint 'by birthright' among the MidUaUons, but it does not appear to be 
really the earliest written of them. 

11, 12. There is no enjamhemmt here : the comma is deceitfiiL 

17. An inversion. 

28. The luminous density of this line gives it a classical nobility. 

44. This might really be Racine. 

48. A flat, colourless and pretentious line. 

XI 

The scheme of this* Ode is the traditional dbahccdecdy which is also a 
£9ivourite with Hugo. It is perhaps worth while to compare it, as one of 
the great examples of Lamartine's eloquence, with Maaeppa (xix), which 
resembles it at least in the general conception of a poet's subjection to his 
own genius. 

1. Aind : the classical formula for introducing a similitude. 

21, 22. It is thus reason, the reflective faculty, which transports the 
poet, and his 9mus which vainly strive to moderate the poetical enthusiasm : 
a singular idea of ' inspiration,' if we could suppose the poet had exactly 
weighed the meaning of his words. But in ptfosie no doubt he includes 
the sensuous spring of the imagination, and Vvii$tvaci des sens means no 
more than the shudder of the Delphic priestess when the god descends 
upon her — la saints horreur^ Hugo's horrevr saerie, 

48-50. Horace, Od. iv. 2, 1 : 

Pindamm qnisquis stndet aemulari, 
Inle, oeratis ope Daedalea 
Nititur pinnis, vitreo datums 
Nomina ponto. 

58. For Lamartine, all poetry is strictly ' subjective,' and its source is 
not the sympathetic imagination which assimilates a world, but the 
intensity of personal emotions fed by experience of life. Therefore, in 
effect, he cries : ' Tou praise our verses, and yet you revile the passionate 
disorder of our lives which they can only reflect I ' It is (interesting to 
compare or rather to contrast this apology (which leads directly to the 
doctrine of irresponsible genius) with the evidently less sincere pretext 
upon which Victor Hugo was, later on, to justify the derelictions of 
Olympic as increasing the scope of his spiritual experience, and therefore 
profitable to humanity (Les Voix IntMsures : A Olympic). 

72. JL^Zc^,* feeble.' 

80-90. The inconsistency of this last strophe is only apparent Life is 
more than the poetry which reflects life and feeds upon it ! Tit in 1. 81 is 
M. Bocher, an intimate friend of the poet's in early life, who rose to 
distinction in a judicial career. * One of my friends,' says the note to this 
poem, * came in just as I was finishing the last strophe. I read the whole 
piece to him : it touched him. He copied and carried it off and read it to 
some classical poets of the time, and they encouraged the unknown poet by 
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their pniMu I dadi ot ed it aHerwaidfl to this firifind, who himself wiote 
remarkable ^erse.' ' 

xn 

Those who know nothing else of Lamartine's know Lt Lac, which fizea 
one of the eternal commonplaces of all poetry in a soyereign form. The 
I inexorable flow of time is everybody's theme : it has been plansibly con- 
jectured that Bonaseaa's Nouveile Hdoise^ iv. 17, was his model Bat 
unquestionably the occasion of this Elegy, as well as the manner and the 
tone, was absolutely personal There are passages in Ba^phaelj the story of 
his friendship and passion for Madame Charles, there called Julie (though 
in his Terse ^e shares the name of Elvire with tibe poefs Neapolitan sweet- 
hearty Graziella), which might almost be called prose renderings of these 
superb strophes — in' chapter xzxt. notably. The lake is the Lac du Bourget 
near Aix in Savoy : it] was there they had met in 1816, and they were to 
meet again the next autumn ; but Madame Charles was already dying, and 
Lamartine returned to Aix alone and wrote his poem there, calling it first 
Ode au Lac du B . . . 

2. The first version (which was published after the poet's death by 
y. de Laprade) ran : Sans pouvoir rienjiacer, enirainis sans retour. 

6. loci He had written originally Beau hie ! These amendments 
have their importance — especially as Lamartine was, in theory, a poet who 
never corrected his verse. 

21-36. The form of this apostrophe is one of the most beautiful of all 
French forms, and the special vehicle of elegies. Bonsard used it in some 
of his first poems, and Malherbe in his most famous piece, the 'Consolation 
& Du Perrier.' 

36. Here followed two amorous strophes beginning 

Elle se tut : noe ooBuri, nos yeux se rencontr^ent . . . 
They were in quite another spirit^ and Lamartine was wise enough to 
sacrifice them to the unity of emotion without which 'Le Lao' would lose 
its distinction. 

38, 40. Bonheur — matheur : not a commendable rime ; it is too facile, 
too certainly anticipated. But Lanuurtine's craftsmanship was not exacting. 

XIII 

Lamartine's incapacity for self-criticism appears in his characteristic 
comment upon Les FrUudes^ which he disparages as the diversion of idle 
virtuosity, excepting only a lyrical interlude inspired by conjugal 
affection which is precisely the weakest part of a fine production. IRie 
eloquent passage transcribed here follows that ' true elegy * after a short 
parenthesis which contains one memorable line : 

L'amoar est & Tamour, le reste est an g^nie. 

25, 26. These superb lines are a good example of Lamartine's singular 
power of wedding his music to his sense in a natural affinity. 
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XIV 



All Lamartine's poetical yirtues, harmony, eleyation, eloquence, intense 
ainoeiity, contribute to the perfection of this Hymn, which wants no 
commentary. In point of technical accomplishment, it is (like most of the 
more important poems in Les Rarmomes) fiir in advance of anything in 
Les Miditations : the short lines in particular discovering the poet's 
resoorceftdness, constructiTe skill, and capacity for speed. The great 
choruses of EsUur and Athaiie certainly influenced him^without making 
the poem less original — ^in the composition of the earlier part The 
scheme of the strophe of five syllables is ahabbacedeeeed. 



XV 

This is one of the few passages of not prohibitive length which it is 
possible to detaoh from the long and singularly unequal story of Jacdyn. 
It belongs to the interval between the rescue of Laurence and the crisis of 
the hero's Ufa Laurence is still, for Jocelyn, a boy. The fluid and 
spontaneous eloquence of the apostrophe to physical beauty is perhaps its ' 
whole merit. 

12. FlexiihUs : I suppose a more delicious epithet for streams has never 
occurred to a poet : the metaphor it carries with it makes us almost expect 
that curbrss shall be particularised by a word evoking a sight of running 
water. Cfracieux destroys the balance, and secures the rime. 

23, 24. Beauty draws tears to the eye of the beholder, because it is a ray ^ 
of light too strong to be endured. There is grace in this fancy, which, 
starting from the expression of an emotion, invents a natural cause to explain 
what is only in the mind : the mythological &culty of the imagination, on 
the contrary, sees the soul of man in things. 

38. I/haJbiumUy s& PdmeJ] 

XVI 

This romantio masterpiece in which the glory of Bonoevauz is revived 
was written when the Seng of Eciand was still a mere name for the French 
publie. Recently, scholars luui been giving attention to various rifaevmaUi 
of relative antiquity ; but the epic in the form in which we know it was 
not recovered until 1887, when Frandsque Michel found the oldest complete 
manuscript existing in the Bodleian at Oxford. It will hardly be necessary 
to remind the reader that the historical foundation for the heroic legend is 
the surprise and defeat by Basque peasants. In a pass on the Spanish side of 
the Pyrenees, of the rear-goard of Charlemagne's army retoming from a 
victorious campaign, oonmuoided by Roland, prefect of the Breton marches. 
He was not the Emperor's nephew, and only two men of any rank perished 
with hiuL The date was the 16th of August 778. 

I. 01 Htmamf v. 3 (DoSa Sol :) Oh 1 que j'aime bien mieux le cor au 
fond dm bois I 
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The horn, Bymbolical and deooratiye, has come to be oonaidezed as a wort 
of Bomantic * property.' 

C*^tait le tempe da patchoali, dee Janitsaires, 
D'EMre, et dee torbanB, et des hardia oorsairei. 
Byron difparaissait, Bomptneax et fatal, 
Bt le cor dans lee boie sonnait sentimental. 

A. Samain {Le Chainot cTOr). 

8. Paladins, The word is the*Italian paladino (palaUwum : Old French 
palaisin : an o£Boer of the Imperial household), and is quite a modem 
name in French for the Twelve Peers. 

10. The Pic du Marbori is not &r SE. of Gayamie, near the so-called 
Br&che de Roland, and within a day's journey from Luz and Argd^ 

12. Oa/v€$y the Pyrenean word for mountain-torrents, is apparently the 
Old French goM, * gullet,' ProvenQal gava^ of uncertain origin. The modem 
verb (m) ga/ver comes from the Proven^ 

49. Troubadour^ for a minstrel of Charlemagne's time, is a verbal ana- 
chronism. 

65. HousseB^ our houss^ howmgs (saddle-cloth), is conjectured to be the 
Arabic ghuahia. 

66. Turpin, the great medieval type of the warrior prelate, plays a 
different part in the Song of Boland : he dies with all the Christian host. 

69. The Saints are always Monsiewr (Mesdre) or Monseigneur in the 
literature of the Middle Ages. 

64. Dettrier. This very ancient word for a charger comes from de$tn 
(Lat dextera). A squire led his knight's horse with the right hand. 
Destrier had only two syllables in old poetry. 



XVII 

Vigny would have been too ill represented without at least some portion 
of La Maison du Berger. The first division of the poem (which has three) 
has been selected at some risk of leaving an impression of incoherence. 
Tired of the smoke and vanity of cities, the poet invites an ideal mistress 
to a life of roving contemplation ; and the shepherd's hut that is to be their 
caravan becomes the symbol of a spiritual solitude which is not so much 
detachment from human struggles as a refuge whence outcast poetry may 
at least watch the universal flux undismayed by the mediocrity of men or 
die indifference of nature. The superb digression on railways u followed 
in the second part by a more comprehensive protest against the antilyrical 
sSpirit, and the degeneracy of poetry, the ' daughter of Saint Orpheus.' 

9. Le houlety that is, the weight attached to a convict's chain. 

14. La lettre socidle, the initial with which (like our broad arrow) society 
brands the criminaL 

29-36. Encensoirs — rq^oi/rs (the little altars in a street where the Host 
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retls in a pTOcesnoii) : see how thiB great poet creates an atmoephere of 
demotion with two words ! 

36-42. The Twilight goes to sleep— and yet casts his grey mantle oyer the 
hanks. Yet the figure is animate and penuades ns, and this stanza has a 
singular beauty. 

72. Ne pUme et la diftnd. For the omission of the second negatiye, 
compare line 101 : ' (k moins que) ... la France nous conyie.' 

88. Has not the poet confounded the brazen bull of Phalaris with the 
Molo^ worshipped at Oarihage and elsewhere under the image of a bull 
and often propitiated by human sacrifices ? 

128. Y: sc. ' au calcnl,' or perhaps ' k la science.' 

XVIII 

In this poem Vigny's characteristic stoicism receiyes its final expression, 
and the last lines are a sort of poetical testament He rarely attained in 
narratiye the free and yaried moyement which distinguishes especially the 
first part of La Mori du Loup^ which is full of formal beautiee. 

5. Brandes, Nobody knows the origin of this word which is used in the 
West of France for a sort of heath and a sort of heather. It is at least as 
old as the twelfth century, and may be Gkiullsh or pre-Gallia 

6. Great tracts of unprofitable land in the South-west haTe been re- 
claimed in the last hundred years by yast plantations of firs and pines. 

XIX 

B3rron's fine poem gaye Hugo his subject, and no more : Byron's is merely 
a yiyid narratiye, Hugo's masterpiece is an elaborate similitude between 
the material sufferings of Mazeppa's ride and the torments of genius — the 
nightmare of inspiration. The two poems can hardly be compared saye in 
respect of movement. BjTon'B Maa^ppa has plenty of moyement, but Hugo's 
unquestionably giyes a stronger impression of breathless speed. It has 
amplitude, it presents a splendid series of pictures, and its yariety of rhythm 
is remarkable. Yet the classical hemistich is for the most part still present 
— ^more constantly at least than in some poems of the same collection. 
Byron (and through him, Hugo) was indebted to Voltaire's Histovre de 
Chaa-les XIL for the story—on which doubt has been thrown — of Mazeppa, 
the hetman of Cossacks, and his punishment. 

1. AmH. At this early stage Hugo keeps the consecrated formula, as 
did Lamartine (v. xi.). 

20. OuragcM, our * hurricane,' is a Caribbean word. Obserye how, in 
comparing the horse and his rider to a storm, the poet uses the most 
material word to describe its gathering : i^entoiser is more than ' to gather ' 
{tas^ a pile, a bundle). 

28. There is perhaps a timid approach here to a co^ipe temavre which, if 
more pkinly intended, would be exceptionally audacious : 2 + 7 + 3. 
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41. Oawdsi (from Italian eafvaUa\ for jnmmUt, is a poetical word : the 
romantios have their laperstdtioiu like tlie daasicfl I Poidbly they baliefred 
they were reTiving the real fenuniiie of ik^fftd. It has an aesthetic Talue 
certainly. There is a Terb recently fSonned from it : m tawUer or eawdwj 
* to scamper off/ 

43-i8. See how some worn metaj^ors are brilliantly nviTad in this one 
strophe. The ervening not merely advcmcei — its strides grow longer ; the 
son does more than pimree the clonds-^the douds are an ocean, waye on 
waycy and the sun a ship which deaTCS them with its prow ; and Ifaaeppa 
frels CTcrything 'go round and roond' — ^the sky itself is a wlieel, like 
marble with its streaks of golden light 

61. Le grand duCy the old name for the eagle owl (Imbo ignamu). The 
long-eared owl is sometimes called mo^m due and the short-eared pefi( due. 
The name was apparently suggested by their tufts or egrets.' 

62. Orfrau for otjraie^ Latin ostifirag<i^ 'bone-breaker': our 'osprey.' 
In his later works the osprey has a moral significance for Victor Hugo and 
is often contrasted with the eagle. 

68. Yeuse^ ' erergreen oak,' is probably a Southern form, representing 
popular Latin Uicem for Uieem. The y counts as a syllable. 

86. Arable is the popular Latin a,cerarhorem (acefy * maple '), the last r 
becoming { as in tempera — iefimpU (our ' temple '), now Umipe, 

109. Chenues (ecmwtwn\ ' hoary,' i«. snow-capped. 

124-126. The tireless flight of genius constantly extends the bounds of 
the worlds imagined. 

133, 134. ImplaeabU^euectbU, An imperfect rime~a : L AecaUer 
is pronounced aecdJUer because the a was originally double, aooaahler (ad^ 
cadahla for eatalnda^ KorafioKri), It has nothing to do with eMe, which is 
capvlumf ' a halter.* 

XX 

The feeling expressed in the second stanza is not arrogance— the arro- 
gance of the seer which is so characteristic of the later Hugo : it is rather 
the sudden suspidon that he is alone in the universe — a metaphysical terror 
that perhaps invades most souls at times. 

XXI 

The qualities and the vices of the pure Romantic ballad are typically 
displayed in this hackneyed romanee. Gkstibelza's complaint is vague, 
incoherent, windy and theatrical : but the form is delightful and the 
momentary illusion, thanks to many charming details, is complete, and it 
is hard to say whether the burden is more delicious or absurd. 

5, 9. In order to find so many words in -ague the poet was bound to 
admit a few imperfect rimes. The a in gagne is a close d. Dame — dme 
(below, IL 41, 43) has not this excuse. 

11. Mamgrahine is an old popular form for margravine^ borrowed directly 
from the Qerman Ma^kgrafin. 
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45. Ba^M, the Italian hagno^ 'bath'—after a bath in Constantinople 
which was oonyerted into a gaol. We nsed to speak of 'bagnios' in 
English, with another meaning. 

61. GStofTy emperewr d^AUmnagne is an adioit oonnterfeit of popular 
anachronism. 

0S. Licou or liedy ' halter/ is simply lu^, ' neok-tie.' 

74^ 76. IxM—Moi! Nobody now says lam for la^ nobody says hUa 
for lUUu : but a oentnry before every one said h^ and a great deal earlier 
no doubt the « was sounded in both words. 

77. La Cerdagne, Oerdaua, a district on the Spanish side of the Pyrenees 
just south of the yale of Andorra. 

86. Audau — that i% hung up and useless. 

XXII 

In spite of the early date assigned to it by the poet, it is at least probable 
that this graceful little poem, which only saw the light in 1866, and closely 
resembles many pieces in Chans<ms des Bues et de$ Bois in form and spirit, 
was rehandled if not rewritten long after 1830. The word eoceindk is 
borrowed directly from the Latin eoccineUus^ diminutive of eoccinus^ 
iMJie Kivoff, * scarlet-red ' : eochemUej our 'cochineal,' is the Spanish 
cochxntUa. 

19. A play on the popular name for the lady-bird : hiU ou bon Dieu» 

XXIII 

This poem breathes the veiy spirit of Greek art and Qreek mythology. 
It is sober, serene, limpid ; — and, but for the word otrtum in the first line 
which introduces a Roman thing into a Greek picture, it would be abso- 
lutely flawless. What a superb idea is this of the monsters subdued by 
the hero gazing abashed at the spinning-wheel of Omphale, the symbol of 
a passion which has conquered their conqueror — ' le vainqueur du vainqueur 
de la terre' ! 

XXIV 

'Soir,' first printed posthumously in 1888 in the first volume of TcvU la 
Lyre, was apparently written in March 1846, the date assigned to the 
equally fine but mudh longer poem * Nuit,' which follows it in that collec- 
tion. Victor Hugo commanded the sources of fear and wonder; and 
something of his wizardry is exhibited in this . poem. It contains also 
admirable examples of the art of prolonging (apparently) the shorter 
measures, by suspension (L 17) and by condensation (1. 46). 

10, 12. BaM»-~thao$. The rime gives us the choice between o§ and 
eahaUl 

86, 96. All the effect in these lines, as in the following stanza, is due to 
the alternation of words reproducing particular sensations or representing 
palpable objects with a phrase intentionally vague and reticent 

41. A4tr€$f better ^yiresslXvrpo, the 'wing-cases' of certain insects. 
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XXV 

In the seoond series of Xm OonUmplatums^ the whole of Uie first book, 
'Pmica Meae/ is oonsecrated to the memory of Ltepoldine Hugo (Mme. 
Charles Vaoquerie). This poem, written while the feeling of revolt agtuinst 
the blow was stiU nppennost, and ostensibly an answer to friends who 
would have persuaded him to resume aU his activitiee, set at rest, for erer, 
the question whether Victor Hugo had 'a heart.' Beautiful in form as it 
is, there are slight flaws (for instance, the weak rime ourore — mcore occurs 
twice in the space of not very many lines) which afford the strongest possible 
proof of the poet's absorption in Ids griel The spirit of ' Trois Ans aprki ' 
contrasts strongly with that of 'A Villequier,' the poem of resignation, 
which is still finer, but of prohibitiTe length. 

XXVI 

I have inserted these few lines because, without some specimen of the 
more philosophical portions of Les CorUmiplations, Victor Hugo would be 
too imperfectly represented : the most interesting and the most harmonious 
poems of the sixth book are unfortunately much too long to find a place 
here. The reader will at least see examples, in these two strophes, of 
Hugo's invariable habit of translating the objects of pure thought into terms 
of the imagination. 

XXVII 

These lines stand at the head of the first book of Le$ CMtimtnU : no 
preface could be more impressiye than this is in its density and dignity of 
thought, its monumental diction and its prophetic Tefaemence. 

XXVIII 

The metrical scheme is : 

12a 12a 12b 12c 8c 12b I2d 8d 8b 

12. Qreffe (jgraphium)^ ' registiy ' of a court or a prison : greffier is the 
registrar, or clerk of the court. The plural grapkia has given the femi- 
nine word greffe, ' graft' 

18. Jterou is the book in which prisoners are entered : it may or may 
not be the same word as icrou^ our * screw.' 

21. Achille Fovld^ a Jewish banker and member of parliament, in all 
probability financed Louis Bonaparte in preparation for the Coup iPjS^UU ; 
he was several times finance minister under the Empire and had an ugly 
reputation. (General Magnam^ Governor of Paris, was aware of the con- 
spiracy, but took no active part in it until the moment for action, when he 
superintended the ' restoration of peace' in the streets of Paris (3rd, 4th, 
and 5th December 1861). The Marquis (afterwards Duke) de Momy^ 
Louis Bonaparte's half-brother, was minister of the interior : he was a man 
of some talent, a fieivourite in society, and a gambler on the stock exchange. 
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The poet's portrait of Momy in VHuAoim ^un Oriims, ▼hether aocorate or 
not, is a masterpieoe. Mavpasy prefect of police, was a young man of 
family, rery ambitious. He and Momy, with Mocquard, the Prince- 
president's secretary, Fialin de Persigny, his most disinterested friend, and 
Saint- Amaud, the Minister of War, were the five chieb of the conspiracy. 

31. Pontons : the prison-hulks at Toulon, filled with political prisoners 
after the success of the Coup d^Mat, 

41. Strictly, perhaps, there should be no « in the plural of porU-sabre 
and porte-miire. 

42. i^tt ii not another form of Hal ; it is really itoe ( = Mtoc, ' stump, 
stock, rapier') wrongly spelt^ the plural estocs baring been confounded with 
edaux^ the plural of estal^ when the two words sounded exactly alike. 

43. Jikrivihre, * lash,* is properly a stirrup-strap {(&brier). 
48. Qoemonj ' sea- weed,' is a Breton word. 

48. The descriptiye beauty of this line and of all this strophe is in effec- 
tive contrast with the passionate inyectiye, and the proper names against 
which it is directed, in the preceding strophes. 

XXIX 
The Black Hunter is apparently the Wild Hunter of German legend, 
the vmtetide J&ger in whose name Grimm recogmsed a distortion of the 
god Wuotan's. In this wonderfol lyric be symbolises at once the Aveng- 
ing Spirit of liberty and the people of France. The metrical scheme is 
alternately : — 

8a 8a 4b 8a 4b 
10a 6b 10a 5b 10a 5b 
The decasyllables have the division after the fifth syllable. 

XXX 

His banishment, which added more than one string to the lyre of Victor 
Hugo, made him a great poet of the sea — almost exclusively, as might be 
expected firom his temperament, the poet of the sea in its terrible aspects. 
It is not Hhe sea, my mother,' of Mr. Swinburne, that he sings in this 
magnificent poem, or in TrawiUleurs de la Mer, or in ' Les Paysans au bord 
de k Mer,' *' L'Ooian,' ' Pleine Mer ' and other sea-pieces of La Ligende de» 
Siides. Here especially his imagination which, more than the imagination 
of any other poet^ revels in the creation of myth, endows not only the sea, 
but every wave of the sea, the squall, the ship, Uie sea-line, the yards and 
the anchor, with animate existence and a human will. 

23. J!9ne{i»m« represents incu<itn«m) classical ineucl^m. For the parasitical 
I compare English and Old French tyUable ; and for the m, charme (ea/rpvMtm) 
and Dr&mt (Druna). 

85. Hydre ieoMiky cf. xzviii. 49 : I'^norme oc^an, hydre aux ^caillee 
vertes. 

28. Mimiaque has not the same shade of meaning as our word ' maniac ' : 
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it is ftppli«d to the Tietim of an insMie obtoiaon» a fixod idaa, nthm thm 
to a laying madman {fo%fiuneuo^foroeni). 

60. Vergue, * yard,' is another form of verge, 

61. Cbteeon^ whence onr 'c^Mitan,' is a Proren^al word, connected 
with the Latin eopiatnm. 

66. Tangag€y the ' pitching' of a Teasel as opposed to the rolling. 

67. Hune^ ' bell-beam' : la grands hune is the main top. It is » word 
of Scandinavian origin, as is also foe^ * jib ' (or triangular sail). 

67. Cole, 'the hold,' and the rerb caUr^ *to sink, to drop» to strike (a 
mast)/ conne from the Italian coUore, which appears to be the Greek 

72. Beaupr^ &om the Knglish, ' bowsprit.' 

76. Urgd was a hairy giant slain by Tristan in the Breton legends of 
Tristan and Isolt ; but the poet means UrgHe ( Urgd in the Breton), one of 
the Nine Sister-Spirits of Celtic legend, whose home was the Isle of Sein, 
and of whom the mightiest was Mor-gen. Morgan or Morgane (Italian 
Morgana) is for Morgain, the Old French corruption of Mor-gen, from 
whidi a subject-case, Morgue, was formed. According to Geo&ey of 
Monmouth's Life of Merlin, Morgue sheltered Arthur from his foes, healed 
his wounds and kept him a prisoner. She is also represented as Arthur's 
sister and the enemy of Guineyere. In later romances she became a fisiry, 
and to her was attributed the well-known phenomenon of atmosj^eric 
refraction observed particularly in the Straits of Messina and called Fata 
Morgana. 

XXXI 

This hynm now stands at the very beginning of La Ligmde du Biidei^ 
after the Vision. It was not published, however, until 1877, with the 
second series. 

46-48. These sententious lines are exceedingly characteristic of Hugo's 
apophthegmatic manner, and perhaps they express all that he held most 
permanently in politics. 

66. The rhythm is remarkable (6 -h 3 -h 4). 

lOQ-102. An excellent example of Hugo's art of ending nobly — without 
the vulgarity of a noisy dimaz. 

XXXII 

One of the well-known pearis of La LbgwdA, Apart from the absolute 
perfection of the versoi it owes everything to the subtle evocation of an 
atmosphere. Very little in 'Boos endormi' is borrowed frcmi the BiUe. 
It has been ooojeotuxed that the entire poem sprang from the impression left 
upon the poet's mind by a sight of the moon one ni^t looking like *a 
sickle in a field of stsn.' Much of the effect of simplicity is obtained here 
by short words — ^but without the moMarte of Tennyson's ' Dora' or so mnch 
of Wordsworth. 
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4. BoiM0atix : tiienoe our * bnaheL' 

14 Compajre Tennyson's ' Wearing the white flower of » blameless life.' 

ld-S4. Some ohaxacteiistic antitheses. 

26. The effect of the 'asoending' rhythm (3 + 4+6) is strangely 
beautifuL 

88. There are phrases both of Bossaet and of Diderot which may have 
suggested this line. 

37-40. The tree of Jesse, a &yoarite subject of medieval and Benaissanoe 
scnlpture. 

43. Qualrt-vtiiyt for guakwingU : the s is only dropped before another 
number. 

61, 62. Magnificent lines, where all are fine. 

53. Bouleom, 'birch,' is the diminutive of the obsolete houU : a Qaotish 
word (like chine)y which, however, as in almost every case, passed through 
a Latin form {hetvUwm) to become French. 

67. From this point onwards, every line, every word almost, contributes 
an inimitable touch to the effectiveness of the iUusion. This is more than 
word-painting : Hugo's words make us both feel and see, with their complex 
associations and their concrete wealth. 

68. What an atmosphere there is in this one word wtpUale, 

70-72. This phrase, or this fancy, must have haunted Hugo, for we find 
in a short poem of Les (kmimiplaUons ('Pauca Meae,' z.), over the date 
«Avrill847»: 

On n« peat distlngner, la nidt, les robes bleues 
Bes aDges frissonnaats qui gllasent dins TaEur. 

81. JMmadtth^ whioh yields the most unaxpected of rim es one how- 
ever which depends on a hypothetical proauneiation— is a pore invention 
of the poet's. 

XXXIII 

' CSassandre ' only appeared in 1877. It has surely much of the Greek 
dramatio spirit) serene and terriUe. 

XXXIV 

This marvellous song comes from the masteipieoe called * ^iviradnus,' 
which tells how an aged knight-erxant rssooed Mahand, heiress of Lusatia, 
from the hands of two greedy potentates in disguise. Joss, who sings, is 
the Emperor Sigismund : Zeno, his companion, is King Ladislas of Poland 
(the historical pretext is of the flimsiest). 

XXXVI 

The song which Fantine sin^pi (near the end of the First Book in La 
MMriMe$)fiom her bed in the house of the 'Mayor of M sur .' 
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XXX VIU 

Written daring the siege of Paris. The poet did die in the time of roses, 
fourteea years later. I beliere he was absolutely sincere in calling himself 
tM» bonhomme cUment : moreover, at bottom it was tme. 

XXXIX 

Perhaps Jeanne's Norman nurse may have given a suggestion for this 
song : the setting is partly Norman (Ayranches, Foug^res), psftly Breton 
(biniouy the Breton bag-pipe ; and Mattre Yvon's name). 

13. Lippe, 'blubber-lip' (Germanic). 

19. Ghasse-ma/rdes are small coasting vessels, generally lugger-rigged. 
The plural should be lea ekoM^^ma/iie, 

XL 

The structure is original There is something in the incoherent charm 
of this song that may remind English readers of Browning and the songs in 
Pippa PasMg. 

XU 

Notice that this celebrated and enchanting little poem translates into 
words the visual associations of a melody : it describes, and therefore it is 
not itself^ a piece of symbolism. I do not know whether the music is 
the well-known gavotU attributed to King Lewis xiil himself. 

2. Wibr6f which does not shift the stress of the Qerman, was the French 
pronunciation of the name when Weber was at the height of his popularity 
in France. Most French people nowadays say W^bhre. 

7. Louis has one syllable here : usually it has two in verse. 

XLII 

El Desdichado means ' The Unfortunate ' in Spanish. ' Un goiit de cacher 
un sens myst^rieux sous d'humbles mots, Pessai d'une esth^tique,' which 
M. de oWmont remarks as the characteristic of all Lea ChwnereSy is par- 
ticularly evident in this sonnet Externally limpid, but laden with secret 
associations, it seems to interpret obscurely the torment of a nostalgic 
imagination which harks back at once to the gods of Greece and to the 
Middle Ages, under the influenoe of the Neapolitan sky. 

2. I cannot identify this Prince of Aquitaine — ^there were many. Possibly 
the allusion is to the troubadour Jauffir^ Rudel, Prince of Blaye in 
Aquitaine, the hero of a poem of Browning's and of M Rostand's iVti»- 
ceese Loiwtainey among other works. His love for the unseen Lady of 
Tripoli has been shown by Gaston Paris to be a myth engendered by a 
phrase of his own poetry. 
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4. Some lines from an early poem of Gerard's may perhaps help to 
unravel the thought here : 

Quiconqne a regard^ le soleil fixement 
Croit voir devant see yeux voler obstintoent 
Autour d« loi, dans Pair nne tache liyide. 
Ainai, tout jenne encore et plus andaeienz, 
Snr la gloire on instant j'oeai fixer les yeux : 
Un point noir est rest^ dans mon regard avide. 

7. This mystic flower is perhaps that which he elsewhere calls 
Rose an cceur violet, fleur de Sainte Gadale. 

9. It might be Guy de Xtm^rum, who bought Cyprus in 1192 from 
Gosur-de-Lion and founded the family of French Kings of Jerusalem, or 
Hugues z. who married Isabella of Angouldme, widow of King John, and 
is the ancestor of the Pembrokes ; or more than one other of this illustrious 
family. But much more probably, the name is a symbol of gloiy and 
adyenture. JBtron, similarly, may not mean any particular peraon : the 
most fiunous men of that house were Armand, who began as a page to 
Margaret Queen of Navarre and died, a Marshal of France, at the siege 
of ^pemay in 1592 ; or his son Charles, who conspired sgainst Henry iv. 
with the friends of Spain and the League, and was executed in 1602. 

10. The allusion no doubt is to the poet Alain Chartier (1394-1439) who 
was kissed, it is said, by Margaret of Scotland while asleep. 

11. The grotto of Calypso. 

12-14. Twice the poet (even as Orpheus went down into Hades) has 
explored the dead past, bringing back with him an image of paganism and 
an image of the Christian ages of &ith. 

XLIII 
The sonnet addressed by Tasso (1544-1595) from his prison in Ferrara to 
the author of the Lusiad (1524-1579) is apparently that beginning 

' Yaaco, le oui felioi, ardite antenne,' 
and numbered 364 among the ' Rime eroiche ' in the great Pisa edition of 
1822. 
14. TorUmif the great cafi glaeter of the Boulevard des Italiens. 

XLIV 

2. 0$ne for G^ims— a licence : yet etymologicaUy there should be no s in 
Gines. 

XLV 

The second strophe, though effective, is unessential to the conception of 
the poem. 

XLVI 

Sainte-Beave, in a celebrated piece 'La Bime,' had already revived this 
delightfiil form of strophe, dear to poets of the Pl^iade and consecrated 

Z 
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espeoUUy by Bemy BeUeau's lovely 'AttIL' Hago used it in Let 
Orientaies CSara k bai^eose'). Barid, called Darid d'Angen (to dia- 
tinguiflh him from Louis Darid), perhaps the most eminent French acolptor 
of the Bomantio period, was the intimate friend of Victor Hugo and many 
other poets of that generation (1788-1866). 

23, 24. E t^ypmd^Hie act ; Uypend—ite state. 

28-30. His loins are more supple even than the branch he puUs down 
towards him (ramiM) : they are easier to bend, though they bent anothw 
way — m lewr sens, Le. in their natural direction, 

40. Le mime serpent qu^on dit qui m>ordiL This idiomatic construction, 
a fusion of qui, dit-on, mordU and que Von dit avoir mordu, has no poiaUel 
in English. Qui has the force of qu'U. We should turn the difficulty by 
parenthesis. But I haye known people say 'A friend whom I expect will 
becoming.' 

XLVII 

This piece is remarkable as an example of a certain deliberate realism or 
prosaism of which Sainte-Beure may be called the initiator in modem 
French poetry. He was in this curious quality the true master of Baudelaire. 

XLVIII 

The fluitastic address (absurdly called a Ballad) to the Moon belongs to 
the early days when Musset was the spoilt child of Bomanticism, sometimes 
borrowing its garb or aping its postures and quite as often laughing in his 
sleeye at its extravagances, in much the same spirit as that in which Byron 
began a canto of his masterpiece with 'Hail, Muse, etc. — ^We left Juan 
sleeping.' — This poem is impertinent and charming, buoyant^ coloured and 
witty. In the second edition of Musset^s early poems it contained seyetal 
additional strophes of a licentious character. I have followed the first edition. 

14. Faucheux or fauchmr, 'field-spider.' 

69. Prie is an old altematiye form for j»r^ : it represented the Latin 
neuter plural, mistaken for a feminine singular. There are many such 
cases : Cor, comey iawrment and tourmmte/ hrat and brasie. 

XLIX 
The caesura is placed after the fifth syllable. Notice the felicitous inter- 
play of the repeated rimes. The philosophy — ^life is only worth Hying for 
the sake of remembering how we haye liyed — is quite characteristic. 

L 
Savnt-Blaise or ' Sacca di San Biagio ' forms virtually part of the island 
called Giudecca (Zueeca in the Venetian dialect) : in this poor and populous 
district of Venice few people would think of gathering yerbena ! 

U 
Lei NuUs are unquestionably the most orij^inal and the most perfect of 
Musset's poems. In each of them, except in this ' Nuit de D^cembie,' the 
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poet reoeiyes the riait of his Muae who exhorts him to find consolation in 
poetiy for the disilltisions of life. If we may trust his brother's testimony, 
these yisits were a kind of hallucination, not merely an allegory. On 
certain nights when he expected the Muse, he would dress carefully, fill 
his room with flowers and candles, and watch till all hours for her coming. 
This poem also, perhaps, owes its conception to some such illusion as that 
by which the poet Coleridge in an ecstatic moment saw himself. 

37. Ltbertin, unlike our ' libertine ' in its present use, connotes impiety. 

38. Toastj or toite, with the verb to«i0r, is of course borrowed from the 
English ; but our word came from the old French toste^ which is the Latin 
iottwn, from torrere. There are several similar cases of words recently 
borrowed from the English which in their original form were French : thus 
tickit is iUquett6y aport is a corruption of detporty budget is the old word 
bimgetU, ' a little purse.' 

90. Pnmuner mr une daw ('hurdle'}, was an old form of torture. 

LU 

This poem, absolutely sincere and really heartrending, belongs to the 
period when Musset, still a young man, disoorered that he was bankrupt of 
all that made life worth living to him. It reflects the utter dissolution of 
the will, the demoralisation of the poiiU dMwLj who has nothing left him 
but remembrance. 

LIII 

1. La, Nuit In the Medicean Chapel of San Lorenzo at Florence, 
Michel Angelo worked from 1520 te 1533 at the tombs of Giuliano and 
Lorenzo (grandson of the Magnificent) : the figures of Nighty Day, Dawn 
and Twilight are stretched upon the sarcophagL 

UV 

7. The inversion of the natural order (the verbs here preceding their 
subject), as also the omission of an article in the next line, are meant to 
have an archaic effect. 

LV 

3. Imbriqui, inibricatus from imbrex, 'a gutter-tile.' The shape and 
the disposition of the tiles give the senses of the (architectural) word 
* imbricated.' Gautier means to suggest the overlapping of the pieces in a 
coat of mail 

8. Br€u$a/rdf 'brace.' 

15. Fautaks, 'dented, battered.' 

LVI 

Every one knows at least the melody to which Gounod set the d^ightftd 
'Barcarolle.' 
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8. Lest, ' haUcutJ 

10. Mouuey ' a cabin-boy,' is the Spaniflh moeo rather perhape than the 
Italian mozzo, 

LVII 

La CofiUdie de la MorU Gautier's deepest creation in Terse, narrowly 
nuBses being one of the dozen greatest achieyements of the century by a 
certain dissipation in the magnificent imagery with which he drapes the 
ideas of ' life in death ' —or the horror of decay as it would appear to a con- 
sciousness imprisoned in a tomb— and of ' death in life,' or the decay of a 
soul still inhabiting flesh. The poem would be even more impressiye were 
not the pictures so many, so sumptuous and so bewildering. In the second 
part, the poet, guided not by Virgil but by the figure of Death herself, is 
admitted to intercourse with illustrious shades, and asks in turn of Faust, 
of Don Juan, of Napoleon, the eternal question : What is happiness ? He 
who thirsted for knowledge all his life now only regrets lore ; the insatiable 
loyer holds wisdom the better part ; the great conqueror's ideal is a life of 
pastoral peace. Don Juan's answer forms a complete poem within the 
poem. Since Tirso de Molina, a Spanish poet of the early seyenteenth 
century, threw into dramatic form, with it seems some elements of a dateless 
popular tradition, the legend of faithless libertinism left by the scandalous 
life of Don Juan Tenorio (the original is said to haye ended in a cloister), 
almost eyery age and eyery people has made a Don Juan in its own likeness. 
For some he has been only the type of a yulgar ' lady-killer,' for others the 
lamentable slaye of an ideal passion suryiying a thousand illusions ; and 
there is little in common, besides polygamy, between the capricious egoist 
of Moli^re's morality, Mozart's lucid and spectral Don Gioyanni, and 
Byron's * natural man' according to the Regency— to say nothing of the 
impenitent, stoical loyer whom Baudelaire ferried to hell oyer the wayes of 
his consummate yerse. Th^phile Gautier has hardly added an indiyidnal 
Don Juan to the list : it is a hedonist whom the pursuit of pleasure has 
left unsatisfied and who imagines that science would not haye deceiyed him. 

16. BovweuH, the popular Latin hovariohtm, 'little herdsman.' Our 

* &uU-finch ' contains something of the same metaphor. 

FU&n^ * yein.' 

97. Y grtc de Fythagore, 1 do not know what was Gautier's authority 
for supposing that PyUiagoras used the letter Y as a symbol of dubitation : 
the shape obyiously suggests the analogy of cross-roads. Elsewhere, in a 
descriptiye passage of some ephemeral prose, the French poet speaks of 

* I'y du carrefour.' 

Boee mystique. The reader will find a succinct account of the Rose as 
the 'symbol of spiritual lore and supreme beauty' in the notes to Mr. 
Yeats's poems The Wind among the Eeeds, The flower is sacred to Our Lady 
in Christian legend ; of old it was distinguished in the worship of Isis, and 
a rose was eaten by the Golden Ass of Apuleius when he was tranafonned 
and receiyed into her secret fellowship. 
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LVIII 



Jose Ribera (1588-1652), one of the great Spanish painten of the seyen- 
teenth century, was brought up at Valencia but worked and died at Naples, 
where he was called 'Lo Spagnoletto.' His characteristic manner is 
sombre, almost sanguinary, grim subjects and a stormy palette ; but he 
relented in some religious pictures. Gautier had in mind, no doubt, the 
Repentant Magdalen and the Trinity he had seen in the Prado. The 
spelling Ribeifra suggests a Portuguese rather than a Spanish name. 

24. PentUique^ from Pentele, a parish in Attica. 

30. Vidimai/re : this unusual word is the Latin vtetimartus, an assistant 
at sacrifices. 

50. TovmiSy 'soured. 

60. Modleuoc, 'soft, unctuous,' from modle, 'marrow.' Moelle is the 
Latin medvUa, which became successively medoUf meoUj and, by metathesis, 
mode. Till the seventeenth century it was pronounced mo-ek, and 
singularly enough Victor Hugo counts the word as a disyllable in his 
verse. Later it was sounded as a diphthong (mwUe)j and when the pro- 
nunciation of the diphthong oi changed form wh to wa, moelle followed the 
great number of words in which the vowel though differently spelled had 
sounded like its oe. 

LIX 

10. Moire, ' watered silk.' This is not the original meaning, which was 
that of the English ' mohair.' The word (sometimes spelt mowiire) and the 
thing are both said to have been borrowed fix>m England in the seventeenth 
century: 'mohair' itself is the Arabic mMcayya/r. However, Hatzfeld- 
Darmesteter quotes Ghrestien de Troyes : ' Vestuz d'un drap de moire' — 
a solitary instance of the word, if it is the same word, in medieval 
literature. 

12. AjfiuUs, 'dose-fitting': what our modem dressmakers call coUaiUe 
as opposed to hovffamis, 

LX 

This brilliant fantasy is an admirable example of Gautier's virtuosity. 
It professes to gather together the associations of a hackneyed melody : 
they are associations of a purely literary order, and depend entirely upon 
the tiOe. 

5. TahaJtieres, Le, 'musical boxes.' For the parasitic <, compare 
eoLovXckovJUy frt)m ca&iUckouCy ' India-rubber ' — where also the final c is silent. 

9-16. Poudreux bercecmx is an allusion to the love-bowers in the trees, 
the so-called nids d^amoure^iXy which have long been a special feature of 
the tea-gardens (guinguettes) in the suburbs of Paris, at Soeaux and 
Robinson notably. 

11. Commie, a clerk or a shopman, is properly the past participle of 
eommettre. 
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' OriaUe meant originallj a plain gxej or drap ataf^ such as became tiie wives 
and daughters of sober citizens. Thenoe the word was used to signify such 
persons, and specialised by the Paris students, as a name for their sweet- 
hearts of the small burgess daas and among the working-girla. The name, 
if not the thing, is almost extinct 

13. TcwndUy 'arbonr.' 

14. (JMnrefmHy ea/prifoLwm La an old, rare, and etymologicallj correct 
alternative form of ekkvrtfeuUU^ which is due to the influence eiftuiiJU, 

16. BiJioumdU: not (here) the sort of song specifically so called, because 
of its ' burden ' or * return,' in the kter Middle Ages, but the ' symphony ' 
of a song— the ban played by the instroment alone. 

16. Argmimil : the wine of that Parisian suburb, famous in the 
Middle Ages, and in our day less appreciated than its asparagos. 

19. SibiU is a small, hoUow, wooden tray. The origin of the word is 
doubtful 

23. Qlc^piMoU, 'yelp.' 

S5. Nioool6 Pagamms the prince of violinists (1784-1840). 

26. Commi ante tm orochdy as a Mffawai&r might pick up a treasure in a 
dust heap. 

30. Or^peott, 'gold thread' and 'gold leaf,' made of polished brass. 
Figuratively it means ' tinsel,' ' dross.' The first part of the word is the 
old adjective oris (with the tonic aooent on o), Latin awrewm, 

32. A visualist like Gkutier, more inevitably even than other poets who 
have tried to interpret the effects of music with words, requisitions the 
plastic arts for analogies with sound. AnjAesqyM has definitely musical 
associations for all who know their Schumann. 

49-62. Here is another and more subtle analogy. The rotundity of a 
pure musical phrase is suggested by the si^t of the cupolas ; and their 
form is that of a bosom laden with the music of a sigh. Suoh is the kgic 
of the imagination. 

63. EtqiMf was borrowed from the Italian nhiifo^ of Germanic origin 
(compare the Qerman Sckiffy our ' ship ') : Old French had tiqui^ 

71. jRoMtf (ftifM iwU famAoBgy^y ' thrashes to an antic tone.' In Gantier's 
fimoy, the music of the OomovaZ evokes all the well-known figures of a 
Venetian masked ball, and with every note or every phrase one of them 
is resuscitated in an appropriate posture. Bouer came apparently from ikwm, 
'jade,' with the first meaning ' to scold.' 

72. GoMomdrt^ Gassandro, one of the traditional old men of Italian fiuoe, 
along with Pantaloon and the Doctor (see below). 

76. Nothing need be said of Pierrot, the whitewashed ingenuous down 
of French pantomime. The name was long one of the approved names for 
the stage peasant— like Golin, Lucas, Gros-Jean or Gros-Ben4 The pun 
on hUvMhtj ' a minim,' is obvious. 

77. L$ Doctmr boUmaii^ the scholar or the lawyer of Bologna, is another 
of the ridiculous old men of Italian farce. He first appeared in 1660, when 
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th»Boloffne$6 aotor Ludo introduced him upon the stage. He is often 
found pleading, still oftener misquoting Latin. Harleqym (Arlecchino) is 
his servant, and cozens him ; CoUmJbim^ his daughter, is always com- 
plaining of his parsimony. The Doctor appears in French farce as early as 
1572. It is just possible that the principal features of the character were 
borrowed from some real scholar of Bologna University. 

79. PoJic^uieUe, our Punch, is the Neapolitan PoUeendla, Tuscan 
FvleineUoy a personage of the popular fxcoea in Naples who has travelled 
half over Europe since he entered France with the marian/neUes in the 
seventeenth century. His nose is, of course, the great thing about him. 

80. Oroehe, *a quaver' ; a semi-quaver is une doufde croehe. 

81. Trivdiny TrtveUinOy is another of the late Italian clowns, well known 
also to the French ihMre foram of the eighteenth century for which so 
many good poets, like Piron, often wrote. 

83. Scaramouchey ScaramuceiOj was always dressed in black. 

86. DamwM was originally the name for a priest's short cloak with a 
hood. No doubt it came from some pious formula. 

99. Oammey *a scale.' The Greek gamma F was used once to designate 
the tonic. 

113. Chamterdle, the highest (or E) string of the violin. 

114. Ha/rmonicoy Qerman HarmoMka, means 'musical glasses.' But 
does Qautier mean this, and not rather {sans) hamhoniques, which is what 
we call 'harmonics' ? 

LXI 

An example of the French virtue of verbal economy. The lines have as 
mudi density as Juvenal'a 

8. Cha/rlatam. The word was borrowed from the Italian (darkUanOy 
from cieurlarey 'to bawl'). 

9, 10. The cvnriosafeliciicu of these lines will escape no one. 
13, 14. A model of the gnomic style. 



Lxn 

FacU indiipMtio vermu. Occasional as this celebrated invective was in 
its origin, it will live as long as the language. The bnoMess quality of the 
rhythm is what has struck eveiy reader. 

14. That is, in the mouth of a swearing workman. 

20. The boulevard de Qamd was, under the restoration monarchy, a cant 
name given to the boulevard des Italiens. It recalled the flight of Lewis 
the Eighteenth to Ghent on Napoleon's return from Elba. The court of 
the King of France, during the Hundred Days, was ' la cour de Gand.' 

21. Miiraille is a corruption of mita/iUey from the old word m/U$y our 
' mite,' which may be Germanic. 
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23. Canaille is the ItaUan eanaglia^ a lot of dogs. In modem use this 
substantive is both coUectiye and common : ' the labble ' and * a cad.' 

24. Euaimtf one syllable. 

32. ElanCf so. d^EtpcLgru or de einue (carbonate of lead prepared for the 
complexion). 

47. FiUe, sc pMique. 

62. Hyperbolical : at twenty Napoleon was still an obscure subaltern. 

75. Limovi, 'slime/ is the popular Latin linumem = limum. Ordure 
comes from the old adjective ord^ which is the Latin horridum. 

86. Sanglier is the Latin smgukurem^ a word which (as it describes the 
animal's solitary habits) replaced aper in popular speech. It ought there- 
fore to be spelt senglier. 

92. MewUj 'apack' of hounds, is the popular lAtm movita(movereX and 
meant first a * start,' then ' going a-hunting,' then the hunt itself. 

94. Mdtin is manatLebitiwn [* masetino] = ' tame.' 

97. Cokue^ of unknown origin, meant once a market ; now a ' throng.' It 
is probably not co-hue (' cry '). 

99. Dogues is of course our English word : moZotM, a variety of 
bull-dog, is the Greek /Mo\oa'tr6s (from the name of a people in Epirus). 

108. SoiU (the I silent) is stiU often spelt eaoul : it is MtuUum^ 'full' 
(eatur), 

113. ChevUL Our 'kennel' preserves the Norman-Picard form, which 
characteristically keeps the hard e of the Latin ecun/Ue, 

LXHI 
14. Titian died of the plague (JUau) in Venice at a patriarchal age 
(1477-1576). 

LXIV 

Whether Marie, the subject of a handful of idylls or episodes in the 
volume called after her name, was a real person is not quite certain, 
Brizeux's reserve being considerable. His brother thought she existed. 
For us at any rate she has the reality of an emblem : she is the Breton 
soul. All or nearly all the place-names in this piece belong to the south- 
west comer of the province. 

9. Menrhir means ' long stone ' in Breton. The origin of the tall single 
stones which are found in Brittany and the west of England was long a 
vexed question of archaeology. They are certainly pre-Celtic. 

23. Au prethytkej at the house of the priest of Arvann6, the Abb6 Lenir, 
where Brizeux received his early education. 

LXV 

The form of this poem deserves notice : the lines of twelve syllables 
alternate with the lines of eight, but the rimes are disposed in triads — three 
feminine and three masculine lines alternately. It is, I think, an original 
and effective) scheme. 
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9. The Une defines the poetic ideal of Brizeax admiiably. 

13. Socj ^ploughshare,' is a Celtic word : *sock' is used in certain parts 
of Great Britain. 

14. Pastern, which has here its figorative sense, is of course the learned 
form of pdtre which is the old subject-case (pcLsteor^ pdieur, the object-case, 
has disappeared). 

32. Lande, *moor,' is the Celtic (Latinised) landa, *a bare, open tract' 
The Breton has Umn, 

LXVI 

If the spirit of this gay and delicate piece recalls the famous Perfngiliwn 
Veneris of the later Roman literature—' Cras amet qui nunquam amavit 
quique amavit nunc amet,' its form is quite unique. It is almost a double 
sonnet and almost an inverted wLlanuUe, Here is the scheme: — 1234, 
4667,78910,14710; then 10 11 7,7124,4 13 1, 13 12 11. It has 
thus four quatrains followed by four triads ; only thirteen different lines* 
and only two rimes ; all the odd numbers rime together and all the even 
numbers rime together. 

LXVII 

In this long poem the rime is remarkably rich throughout ; the rhythm 
solemn and, in its relative monotony, appropriate to the theme. Its 
pantheism is only apparent The word Mne represents the Latinised form, 
ctucwMim^ of a Qaulish original 

27. Fervenckty our 'periwinkle' ('dogbane' is the commoner name), is 
Pliny's vinca perovMa, 

106. The oak is as much (though differently) a religious symbol for this 
Christian Gaul as it was for his ancestors in druidical times. But compare 
lines 137, 138. 

107, 108. These two lines are monumental The second has the eov/pe 
t«mair« (3 + 6 + 4). 

LXVIII 

Watteau would have done justice to this charming procession of players 
(with the poet and the donkey in the rear) crossing a glade in all the glory 
of their parts. 

6. This line ran originally : 

Montrant son sein nu sous la broderie. 

12. Dwme-jeanrUy ' demi-john,' a glass bottle with a big body and a little 
neck, generally enclosed in wickerwork. It has nothing to do with the 
proper name Jetmne, nor (as has been suggested) is the word a corruption 
of the Persian Bamaghan, the name of a town famous for its glassworks. 
It is really nothing but the Provencal damajamo, which is for ds mgano, 
'of middling (size).' 

LXIX 

The poem, inspired by an old popular burden, has only two rimes. 
Notice that voimt (line 3) is a monosyllable. 
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LXX 

This Balkde illuBtrates at once fianyille's skill in one of those traditional 
forms he loyed, and his loyal admiration for his master. VQe of course is 
Guernsey. It is hardly necessary to give the scheme : it is enough to say 
that in each of the three strophes of eight lines there are the same three 
rimes, crossed thus dbahhcbc : the last line being exactly repeated at the 
end of each strophe, as well as at the end of the half-strophe called L'Enyoi 
which traditionally (Banville eludes and suggests the tradition neatly) 
begins with : Frmce! — This is a * single' ballade in octosyllables. There 
is also the ' double ballade,' in decasyllables of which each strophe rimes 
thus ahahhecdcd^ thus introducing a fourth lime. The Ewvoi has fire lines, 
ceded. The French ballade dates in this form from the fourteenth century. 
There \b little doubt that its original was the ancient dancing song called 
haUttis (which was in all probability an import from Proyence) : the 
ballette had also three strophes and refrains, but the arrangement of rimes 
was not uniform. 

5. Voyrcny in Dauphiny, near the Grande-Chartreuse, has important 
doth factories. 

6. Awh IE in Languedoc, NuiJtB in Burgundy, Qaip in Dauf^iiny, and 
LQle in French Flanders. No eminent poet of Banyille's time came from 
any of these towns. 

9. Parnassus, of course. 

12. OUdieru^ t.e. like people who train humming-birds. 

14. DdUU (1738-1813), the laureate of the classical deoadeaoe. 

19, 20. The description might (but f<Mr the date) haye been meant for 
M. Bichepin. 

22. Whether the gramd cri of the MorMiUaue is really Bouget de VIMb 
is still disputed. There is a well-known story that in his later years, he 
eigoyed asking young admirers which strophe of the great hymn they 
preferred. Naturally it was always * Nous entrerons dans la carri^re. . . .' 
' £h bien ! celle-lk, malheureusement, n^eit p(u de m/oi I ' 



LXXI 

The Oriental poem called pantoum was first heard of in France when 
Victor Hugo gaye a prose translation of a pamioum nudais (by his friend 
Ernest Fouinet) in the notes to Les OrieniaUs, Its structure is described 
in the chapter on poetical curiosities in Banyille's Petit Traitdy and this 
poem is giyen there as an example. The pantoum is written in quatrains : 
the second line of each becomes the first of the next quatrain, Uie fourth 
line of each is repeated in the third of the next, and the first line of the 
poem reappears as the last. Its peculiarity is that throughout two 
different motiyes are pursued, in the first two and in the last two lines of 
each quatrain respectiyely ; but there should always be some mysterious 
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analogy between them. It would be sniprifling indeed that the symbolists 
had not been tempted by the opportunities which these conditions offer, if 
' fixed forms ' had erer had any attraction for them. 

LXXII 

' This piece in its realism and its melancholy shows a side of l^anyille's 
talent that has perhaps been unduly neglected by his critics. 

1, 2. Fiacre — nacrey a lax rime, common in many good poets but 
extremely rare with Banville. The fibrst establishment for the hire of hackney 
carriages in Paris was set up in 1640 at the sign of Saint-Fiacre (Fiacrius 
or Fefirus, a hermit of Irish birth, who liyed in the forest of Brie c. 650 a.d., 
and is the patron of gardeners). 

12. J^ucminewTy a 'knacker' (who * quarters' horses). 

15. Cofrcom (literally an iron collar used as a punishment^ and supposed to 
be the Germanic qwrka, ' neok ') and ehahiU belong to the traditional yocabu- 
laiy of Paris cabmen. Timmermans in I/Jr^ot jxirMMyi says : ^LeChakui 
est U eahct qu'on leur &it subir (m. aux cheyaux) en les agitant arec 
Tidence.' 

16. PriMetU as a term of abuse has of course a political origin : I can 
only conjecture that Qamdkut is a personage in some ephemeral fisroe. 

LXXIII 

Fkubert says of this poem : ' La Gdombe restera peut4tre comme la 
profession de foi historique du xix* siMe en mati^re religieuse.' It is at 
least the most sane, luminous and plastic expression of an attitude character- 
istic of the last age, and becoming rarer every day among cultivated French- 
men. The reader will not &il to admire the amplitude, the colour and the 
rhythm of 'La Ck>lombe ' : especially admirable are lines 20, 51 and 56. 

9. Julian, the Apostate, who nearly succeeded in restoring Paganism 
during his e^ort reign (361-363 aj>.). 

LXXV 

A superb profession of impassibility in passionate verse. Mcwtrewrs^ 
'showmen,' 'bear-leaden.' 
9. The emphasis is upon mud^ sons glawe. 

13. TriUcM, 'booth' (our ' trestle '). 

LXXVI 

This poem is worth quoting as an example of Leconte de Elsie's lyrical 
talent in the narrow sense : it is often denied to him entirely ; and his 
preference, when he forsakes the Alexandrine and the epical-descriptive 
manner, for strophes which end in a sort of riUmmdUf and for songs with 
a burden to them, is perhaps a sign— if other signs were wanting--of 
relative sterility in ibis ? ein. 
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LXXVII 

6. ClaieSy (here) ' cheese- wattles.' J^iste in line 18 has the same 
meaning. Claie is a word of Celtic origin. Latinised into cleta, whence the 
French descends directly. 

LXXVIII 

The singular perfection of this famous poem needs no commentary. 
Nowhere in literature perhaps haye the sensations of livid heat, tropical 
stillness and silence (how &r from Matthew Arnold's ' all the liye murmur 
of a summer day ' I) been so masterfully rendered. 

LXXIX 

14. A fine phnse to describe the shark. 

18. Les Trots JRou, ' the Magi,' is an old popular name for the three 
bright stars we call the belt of Orion, and known to astronomers as d, c, C 
Ononis, In France they are more usually called 4e b&ton de Jacob' or 
* le r&teau.' Le Tricmgle, the asterism Tricmgvla ; Ls Scorpion, the 
eighth sign of the zodiac. 

20. rOvrse, the little Bear ; Septmtrim, ' Charles's Wain.' 

27. Son griU pUote, the pilot-fish which, as sailors imagine, guides the 
shark towards its prey. 

28. ilt^eron, *fin.' 

29-36. Eyolutionist morality. 

LXXX 

The great Siege inspired nothing, even in L^AnnSe Terriblej more 
moving than this outburst of indignant patriotism, with its characteristic 
gesture of contemptuous and irreducible constancy. 

13, 16. Froides — roides : a rime for the eye. Nobody says anything but 
nUde, though frokde (the old pronunciation) persists in patois. Baide or 
roidSf by the way, is an instance in which the feminine form of an adjective 
has absorbed the masculine (rigidum : reit, roit), 

29. IMcombre, rarely used in the singular. 

41. An allusion to the arms of Paris — a toiling ship, with the legend 
FluchuU nee m&rgUv/r. 

67. Fauvs is connected with the Germanic /oZu; — : modem German/o^, 
ova faUow, Applied to the colour of deer, etc., this adjective in the 
expression bitefauve has come to mean little more than ^ wQd.' It is also 
a substantive. 

LXXXI 

These stanzas were headed au legteur in the editions published daring 
the poet's lifetime. They were first printed in the Bevue des Deux Mondes 
(June 1866). Both rhythm and diction have the nnohangeable quality of 
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a solemn epitaph : the conoeptionB and their intensely concrete expression 
are more than characteristic — quintessential. Most of the lines are 
regular, with a classical poise : line 13 is a fine example of coupe Umaire 
(3 + 5 + 4) ; and there are certain Alexandrines which flow without a break 
(lines 3, 4, 6, 17, 34) : they are the most Baudelairian of all. 

9-12. The allusion is of course to the Hermes Trismegistus of the 
alchemists. With the help of the Evil One our will all goes to smoke. 
18. Catin was originally a proper name ( = Catherine) : cf. our * Poll' 
22, 23. In Baudelaire's first edition, these lines ran somewhat differently : 

Dans noB eerveaux malsains, com me un million d'helminthes, 
Gronille, chante et ripaille un penple de Dtoons. 

MiUion would thus have had two syllables instead of three — of which 
there are other instances. 

29. LieCy ' brach,' of unknown origin, is to be distinguished from lice^ 
' (jousting-) list,' as well as from Ztce, ' a weaying firame/ which is the Latin 
licia (plural), and our * lisse.' 

34 ^PovMer un geste' is not French, and this sort of zeugma (as gram- 
marians would say) is more startling than happy. Originally the poet had 
written *Quoiqu'il ne /mm. . . .' 

37. How different is this sinister Ennui^ the disease of an insatiable 
imagination, from the mere tedium — a sign of low vitality — which has been 
too often called la mcdadie du sitck I The word — our * annoy * — is the 
yerbal substantiye of ennuyer, which is the popular Latin inodiare 
(oditm). 

LXXXII 

Baudelaire, the complex, the ultra-modem poet, slakes his thirst for the 
ancient ideals of formal beauty in this poem. The mood is not affected : 
there is a classical side to the character of his intellect if not of his imagina- 
tion. Perhaps all modems, when they turn with disgust from the less 
simple conception of human beauty, of which sadness, unrest, mystery and 
sacrifice are essential elements, neoessarily exaggerate the serene and 
candid uselessness of pagan art. Sterility at least can hare formed no part 
of the Greek ideal. 

6. Machine, Wordsworth in a celebrated poem somewhat unhappily 
applies the expression *The very pulse of the machine.' The word, in 
French, shocks no one : the eighteenth century had so long used it 
emphatically for the body, as the servant of the soul 

27, 28. HMdiU^fieanditd. Baudelaire, a master of striking rimes and 
concrete language, is fond of obtaining a particular effect by occasionally 
coupling abstract words with an identical termination. The poets of the 
classical decadence did the same thing continually, but they did it without 
thinking, out of sheer exhaustion. 
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Lxxxin 

There is a remarkable affinity between the impressions eroked in this 
sonnet and some of those recorded by K L. Stevenson in that posthumous 
masterpiece In the South 8ea$, It is a commonplace that the sense of smell 
is the most powerful stimulant to memory ; but no doubt the poefs 
imagination colours his Terse more vividly than any recollections of his 
voyage to the Tropics. * Symbolism ' aspires to use words just as Baudelaire 
used a perfume — to suggest moods : but (though elsewhere he anticipates 
the symbolists) his method in this piece is the direct notation of sensations. 
The distinction of the epithet monotons in line 4, and the extreme 
beauty of 

dee femmes dont Toeil par sa franchise ^tonne . . . 
Bnoor tout fatigate par la vague marine . . . 

will not be lost upon the reader. * Yague marine ' recalls the sixteenth 
century. The sonnet was evidently inspired by Jeanne Duval, the mulatto 
miBtress of the poet 

LXXXIV 

Death and the horrors of its bodily aspect always preoccupied Baudelaire. 
Apart from its intensity of colouring, this feunous poem owes its beauty to the 
magnificent conception of remembrance conquering corruption. It bears a 
superficial similarity to one of the best-known OrientoZes, ' Les Tron^ons du 
Serpent' (as to the measure, Baudelaire's short lines have two syllables 
more than those of Hugo) : but unquestionably the younger poet has done 
a finer thing. It is terribly sincere. 

3. The word charogne is the popular Latin earonia (earo) : earoffne^ 
whence our 'carrion' comes directly, is the Norman-Picard form: it 
subsists as a term of abuse. 

26. Was Yerlaine, in * Marco ' (Poimes 8atumiens\ unconsciously affected 
by this line when he wrote— 

Sa robe rendait <PAranffe8 miuique* 
Qaand Marco pasaait T 

89-32. This strof^e needs to be read more than onoe before the singular 
felicity of the image can be appreciated 
48. AfMurSf the plural, is seldom masculine. 

LXXXV 

Addressed to Jeanne DuvaL Never was sound more inseparable from 
sense than in this poem with its supple and buoyant diythm. 

5-9. Compare the description of Dalila in 3cm$on Ag<mtUsy IL 710-721. 

5-6. La/rg6-4aTge : the same word in form and by etymology, bat 
there is a wide enough difference in sense to justify the rime. 

10. It seems uncertain whether se pavanery ^ to atrut^' waa taken directly 
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from pcvoonem^ ' * peaoook' : pwvoM, the name of a stately sort of danooy 
ia the Spanish pav<ma. 

LXXXVI 

4. ChtmUe^ lit. ' little dog' — from the shape of the caterpillar's head. 

6. A c<mpe temairey * in ascending numbers,' 3 + 4 + 5. 

16. FUme. The word is the Latin yVo^rrare : the interchange of I and r 
(titulwmy titre) is not unconmion. Dialectically flairer still keeps the 
intransitive sense of ' to smell,' in which it has been replaced by the corrupt 
{ormJUurer, 

26, 28. Auberge — hdbergey perhaps a questionable rime. Auberge^ the 
Provencal avhergOy is simply another fonn of the Old French herbergej 
hiberge : Old High German heri-hergoy * army shelter.' Hiberge here is in 
the subjunctiye. 

LXXXVn 

The chapter on wine in Les Paradis Artificids may be compared with 
this poem. The subject long haunted Baudelaire : he wrote some popular 
yerses on * Le yin des honndtes gens,' to which Villiers de I'lsle-Adam 
supplied the music, and about 1863 began a play called Ulvrogm which 
was neyer finished. 

4. Ln fibre ^^UsiMrfs, 

33. Ora/phde^ the Latin oropuJo, ' surfeit,' means both drunkenness and a 
drunkard. Recently as a term of abuse it has almost lost its definite meaning. 

48. EwragL AU the posthumous editions of Lu Flewrs du Mod read 
tiMrayL It has been pointed out — ^notably by the editor of Le Tomhwku de 
Charles BauddaMr&—iihBJt enragS is the word printed in the two editions 
given by the poet himself, and that enrayi gives exactly the opposite sense. 
Kwrayer is to put spokes in a wheel (raM\ and so to check, to put the 
brake on. The old reading is restored in this book : neyertheless I think 
there is something to be said for en/rayi : the drunkard's body would stop 
the wheels. 

LXXXVIII 

The exact force of the ironical title ' La Beatrice ' is not yeiy plain. 
Presumably it is Jeanne Duval, again, who makes conmion cause with those 
who misunderstand the poet's sincerity. 

16b Orand? piUi. Chramd had originally— like Latin ^ran<^— no separate 
form for the feminine, and there is no justification for the apostrophe in the 
surviyals — grcm^mhrtt gra/a^taiUe^ grcmd^rue^ grcmdmeeeef gran^fadmj 
grcmd^soif, grand^peur, graruJPpitii. 

18. ArUstmnetU. ArUste ia an aciyectiye as well as a substantiye, and 
ofrUdique is, at least as it is genendly used, superfluoua 

XCII 

This early poem, it will be noticed, is an inverted sonnet : two triads 
followed by two quatrains. All the lines except the first have the eottpe 



Digitized by 



Google 



868 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

mSdxane (5 + 5) which is relatively unoommon in decasyllablea. Notable 
examples of Yerlaine's interaal rime occur in lines 3 and 8. The other rimes 
are all *ricL' 

I. Ko-Hinnor, ' Mountain of lights' the name of a fiunous jewel belonging 
to the English royal collection. 

3. Hdiogabalusy better Elagabalus (the name is said to be Al Gabal, * the 
Mountain'), the Roman emperor of Syrian race whose short reign from 
219 to 222 A.D., was a miracle of effeminacy and corruption, recorded by 
Dion and Herodian. 

8a/rdanapcUus^ king of Assyria. Scientific history knows nothing of him ; 
Greek legends attributed to his voluptuous indolence and misrule the 
revolt of several tributary peoples culminating in the siege and first 
destruction of Nineveh about the end of the eighth century B.a The 
tradition of his spectacular suicide has been preserved for us in Byron's 
tragedy. For Villon this monarch was 

Sardana, le preox chevalier 
Qui oonqoist le regne de Gretes. 

10. Par in the common pleonasm par trap is the Latin intensive per of 
permagnu$, peropportuney perficere^ etc In Old French it is often a separable 
particle reixiforcing adverbs like rnoltj tanty and then commonly precedes 
avevr and estre, as in BoUmd^ 3331 : de eeU dPArabe si grant force % par at 
(that is, ^ II y a li (tr^-) grand nombre de ceux d' Arabic '). 

12. The very ancient word lie is almost certainly of Celtic origin, for 
there is {it^e^:* deposit' in Irish, and leU^^mud* in Breton. Our 'lees' 
comes straight from French, no doubt. Another Ue ('ch^ lie') is an 
adjective, Latin laeta, 

13, 14. It is hardly necessary to say that these lines express contempt for 
mediocrity when presented as an absolute good. Beauty is a hdght 
inaccessible to the merely pretty, assonance (says the young Parnassian) is 
an imperfect substitute for rime ; and caution is not the ideal quality of 
friendship. 

XCIII 

Few poems of Verlaine's have won such celebrity as this sonnet, which 
wants little commentary. It is full of technical interest. There is not even 
a simulation of the median caesura in 

pour elle seule ; et lea-moUews de mon front bldme, 

and it is really absent in several other lines. The vigour and sobriety of 
line 12 contrast deliciously with the length and languor of the next, and 
the hist of all is remarkable for the Racinian effect of its sibilants, and the 
audacious perfection of its unusual rhythm, 4 + 3 + 5, with a fenunine 
ending carried over from the second group. 

II. Qw la Vie eooila is obscure. Were the beloved banished by this life 
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from their home in heayen f or were ihey simply sereied by its vicissitades 
firom their ideal loves ? Perhaps this is only an instance in which the poet 
has said more than he means, and seems to mean eren more than he has 
said. 

14. ' Qnand on 6coute M. Yerlaine, on dteirerait qu^ n'et^t jamais d'antre 
inflexion que celle-U^' said Barbey d'AureriUy in his nnsympathetio review 
of Fohus SatumienB. 

XCIV 

In this gentle allegory of penitence the rhythm is grave and sober 
thronghont. The end is an example of Verlaine's chanMsteristic bcnkamie 
(there is no other word I). 

XCV 

It is difficult not to suppose that this beautiful sonnet— or at least its 
opening— was suggested by the famous apostrophe b^^nning 
Chair de la fenmie ! argile idMe I 6 merveille ! 

in Victor Hugo's * Sacie de la Femme ' (Ugmde de$ Sikles, iL 1). The 
median caesura is tokcably pieserved in five of the lines : it diasppears even 
for the eye in line 13. * Matinal appel ' (6-7) is bad overflow, for it might 
pan for a mere miscount. 

1-a Grammatically a series of interjections. As punctuated, the 
significance of toujovrs in line 6 ib problematicaL 

8. A superb line :— * or splendid sob that dies in the fold of a shawL' 

11. Is there not a reminiscence of Hebrew poetry in the symbolic 
moniagnel 

14. No French (or English) poet has quite the quality of fluniliar candour 
expnssed with all the graces of hesitation in this line. 

XCVI 

Here is a poem which may be described justly, for once, by the spithet 
dusive. It is pretty certain that he here addresses his wife, possibly fieom his 
prison, where he learned that she had obtained a judicial separation from 
him. 

2. PUwre—plaire. Assonance is, strictly speaking, identity of vowel- 
sound followed by dissimilar consonants : here everything is identical 
except the (tonic) vowel. Internal rime, assonance and coDsonant-assonance 
are all frequent in this poet, more especially in Bamancei tons FwroUs. 

XCVII 

2. i.€L tocgouis dress^ sur ta tige, et triomphante. 

3. Le Yelasqaas is a little affected ; the article is used in this way only 
be€are the names of a few of the earlier Italian poets and artists. 

7. I»iilt2slrtfi0risofoouiMinappQBitioD« 

2a 



Digitized by 



Google 



370 A CENTURY OF FRENCH POETS 

XCVIII 

3. JBnchiret ' bidding/ ' auction,' is the verbal lubstantire of enehiriry * to 
raiie the prioe.' 

4. Oockkt in porU coehhre^ 'canriage entrance,' is an adjective (only 
existing in the feminine foim) from eoehe—ova * ooaeh.' There is also a 
substantive cochhe, of recent and facetious coinage, the feminine of cocker. 

5. (Tetndre, Latin gemmre. The old form was gittmbre : d was substituted 
for 6 (as in empreindre) through the influence of such verbs as Meindn, 
paittdre. The other form of the same verb gimir^ in which the coigugation 
is changed, dates from the thirteenth century. 

XCIX 
Though this celebrated sonnet is perfect throughout^ lesser beanties are 
all forgotten when we have reached its splendid climax — all the shame of 
Actium in Cleopatra's eyes. There are two sonnets on Cleopatra^ only less 
fine than this, by Albert Sanudn (Au Jardin de V Infante^ pp. 107, 108). 



I. BneaurtwU smacks of the Pl^iade, but it is as old as the twelfth 
century. 

6. Binity for biniy is a form confined to pious objects (padn hinU, eau 
binite). 

10. The rhythm is superb : yet such a eoupe as 6 + 2 + 6 (or 7 + 5) rarely 
satisfies the ear. 

II. jBfttt, 'unhewn.' 

CI 

This poem ib relatively limpid. — The windows, through which the dying 
patient catches a glimpse of day and a vision of golden galleys in the sunset 
among the tiles, are the means— art or mysticism^by which the poet, 
turning his back on the hideousness of reality, sees a lost heaven of ideal 
beauty. 

10, 11. Telle . . . jadiil This is all parenthetical 

13. Bxtreme Unction. 

20. A very beautiful line which, however, recalls Baudelaire's ' parfnm 
cKargi de nonehaloir ' (' La Ohevelure'). Modem poets have revived the old 
word so dear to Charles d'Orl^ans, but nofuhalance is the ordinary fcnnn. 
The impersonal verb e^otr (eaiere) * to trouble ' has virtually disappeared. 

38. An inversion. 

CII 

M. Albert Meckel has thus interpreted (if that is the word) the sense 
of this difficult sonnet : 

... Nous y voyons apparaitre Timage d'un cygne captif dans un ^tang 
glac^ oelle d'un oygne qui se d^bat, oelle (par allusion) de Toiseau qui d^voi^ 
Tespace, et oelle du blanc desert de la neige. J'y vols la conception plato- 
nidenne de Time d^chue de TidM, et qui y aspire oomme k sa patrie natale ; 
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et oelle que le g^nie eet nn isolement de par wm aristooratie. U nons 
Bogg^re aoflsi la mis^re da po^te, ioi exil^,-— jadia il eftt M proph^te, — 
et qui turrit k son moment. Bt la oonolaiion ttoloienne : Tainore par le 
m^pris le malhenr, en gardant hant la t6te. Enfin, on en peat faire det 
adaptattona moralee aaaez diTerseB,— oelle-oi, par ezemple, qui fnt, je crois, 
dans la pens^ de Taatear: rhomme tap^eor, s'il sucoombe k la vie 
qaotidienne, est la viotime de son ant^rieore indiffi6rence, pour n^avoir pas 
ehoMti la region oU vivrt^ poar n'avoir pas secou^ k temps les pr^jug^ qai 
r^treignent k present, captif malgr^ son Indignation. 

{UnHiroe.) 

cm 

There are many pearls in La Mer^ but as a rule you must dive into 
slime to find them. The best poems, such as ' La Yieille,' are incredibly 
coarse in places. This sonnet may give an insujficient, but still some 
notion of M. Bichepin's violent imagination and of his virtuosity. The last 
six lines are especially characteristic. 

10. Efif sc, dece manteau (VOcSan), 

12. Owiety 'hem,' is a diminutive of the Old French owrle, Latin orukim 
(classical ora), of which another form, orUj survives as a term of heraldiy 
and architecture. Fagne^ a nigger's loin-cloth, is the Spanish pa&o. 

CIV 

All the rimes are masculine. 

17. JBarbofty * grey-beard' — though there is nothing to imply grey in the 
word. 

22. French slang says : ' Je ne crache pas dessus,' just as ours says : * It 
IB not to be sneezed at' The adverb desms takes the place of nir with a 
personal pronoun, at least if it refers to an inanimate object. 

CV 

This feverish poem, of which the gist is a warning of inutility, of seden- 
tariness, is of coarse a sick man's vision. There is extraordinary condensa- 
tion in the language. The rhythm is restless and vehement, but the form 
is almost regular, apart from the matter of caesura. 

2, 3. The median caesura is virtually absent in both these lines. 

6. No median caesura here, nor in line 19. 

10. The sixth syllable is atonic (feminine e). 

17. idatanti et cIo^iMmti : Yerhaeren uses every sort of alliteration. 

20. The median caesura is again virtually wanting. It is a vivid phrase 
for the vanity of scholasticism : futile problems, which resist the 'keen edge 
of the intellect as a blanket might blunt an axe. 

21. Le$ naguireB-'iike yesterdays of youth. The word is used as a sub- 
stantive, but the 8 must not be taken for a sign of the plural. It is an 
alternative fatm (so also guke or giike$). 
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cvi 

Tl» last li&et make the sMiee of this allegoiy mffioeiitiy pbin : the 
Snene eie ideala, yinonfl of art» or perhape oieede. — ^The fa^i"'"** « oountB 
er ery w he r e here, but there are a few final iranb left wifchoat a rhne (at 
lines 3, 4, 24), and some fiilse rimes if we look to their ^eUing. Thoi^ 
it is onlj the logic of the nanatiye that dictates the Tarietj of measores 
and the anangement of the lines in (owsm, the imjvresBion of unity is 
complete. 

29, 30. A fine image. 

40. Qui enchantaimt — ^hiatos. 

cvn 

Another aliegorj— but eloquent and impaastooed ; a fiamiqg yisLon of 
nnirenal hooksterdom, tiaffioking in faith, loye^ acienoe and the sweat of 
gnat men's brows, 'the molten Hiaroonds of the dew.' — ^All that was aud 
of the form of the last poem is tme of this : it would be tedious to point 
out all the irregularities. 

2. MhaUwiret are hawkem' ttajs— so called because they are exposed to 
the air. Vmtnu is a perfect ^thet for them. 

3. Internal rime — rit-dM, rui-rut, Bowrru comae from houm^ ooane 
wool 

6. Internal rime again. 

13^ A line of fourteen syllables, for I assume pwnti BCuapw'U, 
20. TympoMf * pediments.' 

22. CUyvmt : this English word was once the French coUm (ie. ' a etmnJtni 
down '). 

26. Waggons, carriers' carts and low- wheeled drays. 

44. GamdoUy 'street-hawkers.' The word originally meant a coarse sort 
of doth ; it is evidently connected with chameau. What a camdoi sells is 
eamdi^ ' shoddy.' The pedigree of voyou, ' rough,' has not been traced. 

45, 46. Armoires dirisoires : internal rime. 

47, 48. Victor Hugo called popularity ' k gloire en gros sous.' 
61. Expertiser is to Talue, 'appraise.' 
^ 76. This is positiTism. 
85. Internal rime. 

CVIII 

A profession of fidth, and also an exegi numummtum. Few poems of 
Verhaeren are so haimonious as this. 
9-12. This might be Walt Whitman. 

27. Lmiw, a mono^Uable : by the rules it should be li-ms. 
30, 31. T«r^— "vrow, a defectiye rime ; for vrai is vri (open ^). 

CIX 
2. LinoeglucfrLisMewegh^t nowarillage botoneeaoonaidsBahlein dMto ial 
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to^wn, lies a little Scnth-eMtvaids inland hom tiie fiMhionable BlankeD- 
berghe, whence ita truncated tower may be plainly seen. 

Fwme$ (Yeome), near the Sda and the Fraieh frontier and about fifteen 
miles from Dunkirk, though fallen from ita old estate, is a town still worth 
Tisiting for its ohurdiM of Sw Walburga and S. Nicholas (with a great 
square tower), its Tbwn-Hsll and monuments of the Spanish occupation ; 
but it is best known lor the religious prooessicm which for the last two 
hundred and fifty years and more has takoi place there annually on the 
last Sunday in July. A Tery ingenuous Mystevy-play is a part of this 
festiTaL The proceasioa is jobrod, it is said, by many illustrious penitents. 
Fumes was taken by the troops of Philip the F^ in 1897 after a victory 
over the Count cf Flanders. 

7S. Nimport^ ott the Yser, was cnee a fortr e s s which stood many sieges— 
notably in 1383, 1488, and 1798. Its lighthouse dates f^m the late 
thirteenth oentoiy. A mile sod a half away Ilea the new watoiing-plaoe of 
Kieuport-Bains. Turenne's victory over Gond4 and the Spaniards (la 
bataille des Dunes) was won near here in 1868. 

GX 

In manner and matter this elegy is very palpably modelled on a funous 
doMe ballade of Villon's (Qramt UdamaU^ afler strophe liy.) : how hx it 
is merely a fa$Mu the reader may judge by a few lines transcribed from 
the old poem : 

Folios amours font les gens bestes. 

Salmon en idolatrya ; 

Samson en perdit ses lunettes . . . 

Bien heureuz est qui rien n'y a \ 

Orpheus, le donx meneatrlsr, 
Jonant de fiustes et musettes, 
En fut en dangler du meurtrier 
Bon ohien Cerberus k troys testes ; 
Et Narcissus, le bel honnestes, 
En ung profond puys se noya 
Pour ramour de ses amourettes . . . 
Bien heureuz est qui rien n'y a ! 

The imitation is at any rate very charming, excellently rimed ; and, by 
the way, M. Morte has not admitted a word which was not French in the 
fifteentili century. The style will not however give any one much trouble. 
The form is Una rvma. 

1. Tv/rqwu for iwrc : * veys Cupido tenant son arc turquoys ' says a poet 
much older than Villon. 

5. Diffamb^diffafmaiion, 

& ^K^PMfv, is. prophet 

9. FiUiuator pUt/ummmJt. 
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11. Laci (pronoimoed Id) is the popular Lfttin laciui lor laqueus^ and 
meana * snare.' 

12. M oTinort, fltotam mofiffik 

13. Soulaiy * comfort ' (ioUUkim). 

17. La lydimney Omphale. Hennlus for Hercvle is chanusteiisticallj 
medieyaL 

18. AvnM4(Une : this sort of oompound was coined erery day by the 
Renaissance poets— acaroely eadier. 

19. StraUmieey the dan^ter of Demetrins Poliorcetes. 
21. C^rydUds^ CJhryseis, the Oressida of Shakespeare. 

23. Bueein$f for ' bugles,' is periiaps an exception to what was said above 
of M. Morte' vocabulary. The word is now the name of a moUnsk ; tiie 
right form would be buMnes^ the Latin for 'bugle' being bueeina^ not 
httecinwm. 

24. This means, I imagine, a man of too great Talonr for discretion. 
Trop plfu was a fi«quent collocation. Preux (preuf, preux in Old French) 
is apparently the old subject-case of preti^ the popular Latin prodem^ 
supposed to be connected with the prod- of prodeue, Prodem never had a 
nominative. Another preu meant ' gain, profit' Pm^homme (which now 
means an arbitrator) is prodem hominem. Prude is for pru de {femme). 
Of. prouy and prouesse, 

26. Le. docte en tout, eauf en nonchaloir. 

27. Ord is an old adjective, 'filthy, smirched,' the Latin horridum. 
Thence comes ordure. 

28. BaUlie has disappeared in favour of baiUiage, * bailiwick' BaiUi, 
our * bailiff' was the participle of the old verb haiUir, bailUr in its modem 
form. It represents the Latin hajvlare, * to carry,' and meant once both to 
have in charge and to give in chaige. BaUli? for 'haUlie savours rather of 
Ronsard's scrupulous orthography than of Villon, who would have left, and 
not counted, the & 

31. Cuidey 'think' {eogitare). 

34. darner^ an old verb, has been revived quite recently. 

CXI 

This is not 'art for art's sake,' but other people's lives for the sake of my 
poetry. It is the measure of Ronsard's 

Plus eetroit que la vigne i Tormean se marie 
De bras souplement forts — 

and of Malherbe's ConedUUion d Du Perrier. The next piece, cxii., is in 
Gh^nier's and Barbier's measure {tambee), 

CXIII 
This bitter little poem rimes excellently for the ear, though it breaks 
several rules, singulars especially being coupled with plurals half«a-doxen 
times or more. 
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3. FoswyeuXy dialectical tor fo$i<nf&ur. It rimes perfectly with Memeur$^ 
the r being always silent. 

6, 7. C*eit . . . fo. In French a good deal of irony can be conveyed by 
the neater pronoun applied to persons. 

9. Bock is now understood as a term of measure, equivalent to quart d$ 
litre (nearly half a pint). The word is German, our * buck,' and was really 
only the trade-mark of a particular brewery. In French the word dates 
from the introduction of German beer at the first Paris Exhibition in 1856. 

10. Scldezy 'settle up,' as one might a bill 

27, 28. i«. The dues of the dead figure in an account-book between two 
items : 'To cost of dance.' ErUretien tomhe et messe is a realistic abbrevia- 
tion : you must understand ' pour I'entretien de la tombe et pour fiure dire 
des messes k leur intention.' 

CXIV 

This colloquy is perplexing by reason of its excessive condensation. I 
venture to offer a paraphrase, without being quite confident that I have 
read Lafoigue aright. 

You say 'live your life.' I would live mine, but really the Ideal is too 
indefinite and too variable. — The word itself would be meaningless if the 
Ideal were the logical !->Well, but everything is in dispute. Philosophies are 
bom and die, and no one can say why. — Of course ! in the real world, where 
life is the only truth, the absolute truth of some other sphere has no more 
rights. — Suppose, in despair, I lower my fiag and ferry my spirit across to 
Nothingness?— The voice of Infinitude warns you not to play the fooL — ^Yet 
what is beyond our conception seems near enough to the harbour off possi- 
bility—at any rate we shout as if they could hear us there !— It is only a 
step : how many such steps there are between dawn and twilight. — Tell me 
this, at all events : does being real mean being good for aonuthing in par* 
UctUar ?— That follows, doesn't it ? The rose is necessary— to its own needs. 
—In other words (you put the thing queerly ),Jihe Universe is so many vicious 
circles?— Vicious if yon like : as it is the Universe, there is nothing outside 
them. — All things considered, I prefer to take the Moon for my gospeL 

(All through the collection to which this piece belongs, the Moon symbol- 
ises the Serenely Absurd; it is the sphere where problems are of no 
account) 

The rvmee embrcudes of this strange piece all satisfy the ear. 

6. That is, one book brings another to the birth ; a new book kills the 
doctrine of the last 

CXV 

M. de B^gnier has a power of vision, a lucidity (when he likes), and a 
suppleness of rhythm apt» as here, to convey the very sensations of speed, 
which often remind his readers of Hugo. The great poet might almost 
have written < Apparition '—but for some of the rimes. It is otherwise 
regular. 
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6y fL Av^r^-^ha/tt^ a deHeate asounoe. Notice tbat lovr feminiDe 
endings are followed hj four masculine ones (lines 3-d, 7-10). 

10, 11. Mn, tM hruU de Mnt— a verj bold orerflow. 

1 1. Bave is apparently an ' echoic ' (or onomatopceie) word. It is ol the 
same funily as babU^ babHUwd^ etc. 

16-18. Twice ranning, singular and pluial tenninations are ooopled, 
defying the rale bat not offonding the ear. 

CXVI 

It would be tiresome to call attention to all the instances, in this and 
other poems of our contemporaries, in which the old rules of rime— those 
at least which make the eye its judge — are set at nought The variety of 
measures is by no means infelicitous, nor (as so often) a mere matter of 
printing. The theme is old, but the tone new and very engaging. The 
lines scan thus: 8S44I2 103— 48834124883— 29338888888& 

6f d Bm on r i r$ : aaaooance. 

16, 17. IKide — Uwru : assonancei 

10. An octosyllable — ^the last syllable of ime eyidently does not count 

19. Bwe {burra\ 'drugget' ; whence bwreaUf originally a table-cloth of 
coarse material Possibly this line is intended for an octosyllable (d 
^ladne\ but I do not think so. 

26, 28. j6Sdfm—pa>wm : assonance. 

CXXVH 

1, 3. Pmnve— wmIMm : assonaaos. Otherwise all the rimes peifeeily 
satisfy the ear. 

CXIX 

Fresh, sunny, tuneful and a little sad, this roundelay of happy girlhood 
going forth with laughter and prattle to meet each season of the year, is 
one of the best things done in a new manner by contemporary poets in 
France. There is no question of scanning the lines ; each strophe is a 
whole, and within each strophe the ear quickly accepts a typical measure 
and, by dragging or hurrying the rhythm in each line, makes them all con- 
form to it The rimes are, almost without exception, perfect for the ear. 

1. Bwe, the winter wind ; 6rtM, ' breeze.' Both are of unknown origin. 

2. CkomJU — hraiuhe : assonance ; dair — noires : consonant-assonance. 
4. Htfwrtovr is old-fashioned for marteau^ * door-knocker.' 

13. Sa/M M le dire, ' unconsciously.' 

26. Internal rime, as also in line 27. 

26, 2a Begrd (i) : pMi (y^-^ defectiTe rimei 

28. Dort— mofie : assonance. 

CXXI 

I hare respected M. Kahn's habit of beginning his lines with a small 
letter, because it is part of his theory, which considers the unit of thought 
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and feeling rather than the unit of measure. It is UBeleas to oount the 
syllables in his lines : it must be allowed that in this poem at least a 
rhythm imposes itself on our ears. Rime, internal rime, asaonanoe, allitera- 
tion of all kinds link line to line within the laxMses or musical phrasea. — 
Bmoti<tfially, the song is not without beauty. 

3. JpoutM t^mtr'auivrenU : iatemal assonanoe ; and there is a compLex. 
interplay of r and I in this and the next two lines. 

6. An obscure line : apparently the meaning is : ' [neither your Tiners* 
wives nor your barbarian captives] have souls to reveal to you rich as mine 
is with the memory of so many ideal k>ver&' But wmoimmm^ after all, may 
mean no more than usual— stnmgers. 

11. Biee — Uvre$: assonance. 

12. £tre^f6U : assonance. 

13. Livru — ucorte^dieoTi — r^«6 might be called owMmoncM «m6mM^ 

CXXII 

The parable is plain: art^ the supreme luxury, goes begging in our 
utilitarian age. 

8. Broes is pronounced brS. 

4. Le Compagnon du Tour dt Fra/nee is the title of one of George Sand's 
'social' noyels, of which the hero, a brother (ccmpcignon) of one of the 
guilds or ciafts called Devoirs, travels the country on an evangelising 
mission. 

1. JEt me venm : this manner of speaking is quite obsolete— every one 
says d venoMnoif but it was the old rule with the second of two impera- 
tives. 

9. ChlfiU, ' caulker,' is a Proven^ word of Arabic origin. 
21. Cartcn-pierre is a mixture of paper-pulp and plaster. 

24. ' We scrape the bottom of the trough and drink sour wine.' Sur is 
Germanic 

26. ChamUaUy sc. de pain^ 'cut loa^' from chatUf 'edge,' Latin eanihwn 
(Kopd^, 'comer'). 

CXXIU 

The rimes are thus disposed : aaab, cccb, dddb^ eeeb, ffffl They 
are feminine in the first three lines of each strophe, all feminine in the last. 
The effect is singukrly melodious. 

CXXIV 

A sonnet — ^with an additional line. 
6. The sixth syllable is 'atonic' 

16. An idea which seems to have haunted Samain. Compare (Au 
Jardin de Vlnfante^ ' Soirs ', p. 115) : — 

Quelque part one enfant trte doaoe dett monrir. 
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cxxv 

This splendid Mfnntion— -to be a seer, a saint, a hero— is granunatically 
a series of interjections. 

12, 13. Singular rimes -with plural : otherwise this sonnet is quite 
regular (though the disposition of the rimes in the two triads does not 
follow the best models). 

CXXVI 

This sweet and subtle poem is to be compared, and contrasted, with 
Baudelaire's bitter inyocation *Le CMpuscule du Soir' in TabUaux 
pwriiiens: 

Voioi le soir charmant, ami dn orimineL 

S. An excusable inversion. 

13. From the legend of S. Veronica came the old English word venUde^ 
which meant a handkerchief with the fiace of Our Lord as a pattern 
upon it. 

14. Suie is a yery old word of uncertain, but most probably OeltiCy 
origin (cf. Irish tuthaige^ iuiee). The known Germanic forms, from one of 
which our soot (sSt) descends, would not account for the French. 

16. Pdques is a plural, as is shown by such expressions as Pdquufleuries 
(Palm Sunday), and the article is elliptical : la (fdte de) P&ques. The 
Latin is Pasehae, but the Hebrew word it represents is singular in number. 
The form Pdque is used for the Jewish Passover. 

19. Anciens, trisyllabic here, is a word of doubtful scansion, like dudy 
hier, and a few more. The ie has been more generally counted by modem 
poets as a diphthong, wrongly, according to the origin of the word (popular 
Latin anieianwn, from ante), 

CXXVII 

It is hardly necessary to remind the reader that Lille is a vast manu- 
facturing centre. The poem begins like a sonnet with its two quatrains, 
then come three triads each on a single rime. 

13. Esdandfe {ecandalum) is almost obsolete, the learned form scandale 
having taken its place. The first { is parasitical (as in endume) ; for 
the second compare ipUrey chofpitre. 

16 RouvTf 'to set' (flax, etc.), is here intransitive. 

CXXVIII 

The reader may restore if he likes the consecrated typography, and he 
will see that the scheme is : 10 a, 10 b, 10 a, 10 b (alternate masculine and 
feminine rime ; the old coupe 4 + 6) followed by the re/ratti, 6c,7a,6c,7cL 
There are only three different rimes ; one of them is twice replaced by 
assonance : JU&MU ; mMUee-mesH. The verse is syllabic, but the feminine 
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6 only counts where it would be pronounced (Hroubknt nos codurs') except 
in two instances : — 

La cloche enfin tient nos UnguM mnettes . . . 
Vive le gars et la fille et la fdte . . . 

Throughout the ear^ not the eye, is the judge. 

Hardly any words want explaining. Chrs^ now only a country word, is 
the old subject-case of gar^on which, by the way, is a word of unknown 
origin, though it exists in other of Romance languages. Comettes are a 
sort of large caps worn by nuns and peasants, and probably so-called 
because of the horn-like shape of the great bows which fasten them under 
the chin. Itou (Uout, etout) means ausH : it is a oommon word in many 
parts of France. It is almost certainly not connected with etiam or iteniy 
but is another foim of iteuy itd, an adverb but properly an adjectiye, in the 
subject-case Ud^—hic tdUs. 

TerUnu is for tritofu, the old intensive form of Urns, 



CXXIX 

Perhaps the most useful oommentary on this delightful poem will be a 
conventional transcription of two paragraphs or strophes. The italics mark 
assonances and one intenud rime : the rest art perfect rimes ' for the ear.' 

Gette clart6 snbite, oubli^*, me sorprend, 
Plus glac^ qn'nn miroir. Quel ^blomssement 
Be prisme toumoyant vient envahir mon itreJ . . . 
Mes panpipes se dos't dans le ravisaement. 
Je vols en moi le Jour et see heores deJUe ! 
^lonissez mon &m', belles heores m^^ ! 
Tantdt c'eat una aurora en feu qui me p4nHrt, 
Un midi d'or tratnant les violett's du oouchant, 
Et tant6t c'est Vazur d'une anbe d^voil^e, 
Ot la terre pandt, conronn^' de verdure. 

Je bate dans les herb's, mes yeux s'ouvrent an monde. 
Je regarde les hdtr's et je les sens plains d^ombre» 
oe jour sons las arbr's oil se plaint le z^yr, 
Ponrquoi si froidement me vient-il ^lairar ? . . . 
Je m'approche des hStr's : je las ai vus f rtoir. 
Et voici qu'una feuiU' se d^soupe iremhlante 

Bur le del argents, 
Qua das milliars de feuiU's sa d^tachent du soir, 
Qua des milliers de feuill's sa d^coupent en noir, 

Par la brisa agit^es ! 
Ja les vols, une k una, at par branche, delator 
Noiras an cial Umpida, at ja vois Tombre jTrendre, 
Comma on feu d^vorant, snr leiir f oula parianU. 
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cxxx 

CK). BruU, the verb^ hm two sylkblM ; hr%i^ tke mbetaDtiTe, has one. 

cxxxn 

Snlly-PMdhomme has anothar conceptioii of ^L'Habikide/ too diffKent 
eT«n to bo called inferior : — 

li'Habitvde est nne < tiai i g fae 
Qui anpi^aiite en none la laiaon : 
Cest ane ancienne mteagire 
Qui 8*inataUe dans la maisoB. 

* CTest le sentiment de eenx qni n'en ont pointy' says Mile, de Lespinasse. 
NoUoe that the rimes are all feminine. M. Angellier accepts all the 
reasonable refoims (admitting hiatus, for instance). 



The following remarks may be found useful by English readers who are 
quite ignorant of French prosody. How French verse is to be read cannot 
be taught by written words, but the rudiments of its mechanism may. Fuller 
information is accessible in a large choice of manuals and treatises, amongst 
others in — 

Quicherat : Tra4id de Vemjkation franfOMe (18G0). 

Tobler : Le vers fran^ats^ ameim et modern [Frendi translation of the 

German work, Vom JranssoHschen VeirdMu] (1885). 
Banyille : Petit traiU de Podtie franfoiee (1872). 
L. E. Eastner : A History of French VereificaUon (Oxford, 1903). 
L. M. Brandln : A Book of French Prosody (1904). 

The more ]pEiIb&dphrcaI (or specniatrre) Traiti gMral de VersifieoUi(m 
frcmgaise of Becq de Fouqui^res (1879), W. T^ninfs ProeodU de VieoU 
modeme (1844), Gkir Tisseur's Modeetes obearvaUons swr Vart de versifier 
(1893), are almost indispensable to those who are particularly interested 
in the Romantic handling of the Alexandrine ; and the prosodical disputes 
of our contemporaries are the subject of Sully-Pmdhanune's short essay 
Bdfiexions sur VaH dee vers (1892), and of a chapter on *Le Vers libre' in 
M. Remy de Gourmont's admirable book L*BsMtique de la Languefram^ise. 
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SOICE REHARES UPON MEASURE, RIME, AND 
RHYTHM IN FRENCH VERSE 

MEASURE 

1. The measure of a line of Fvendi yene Ib detennined by the 
number of syllables it contains : the measure of several lines is 
the same when the number of syllables in each is the same. All 
syllables within the body of a line being reputed equal, differences 
in value, whether of stress or of duration, cannot affect the 
measure. 

In English veise identity of measure does not always depend 
upon the number of syllables : two Hues may belong to the same 
type of verse^ though one contain more syllables than the other, 
so long as there is no excess in the number of stresses — that 
is, of syllables which in ordinary speech we pronounce with 
greater energy. 

2. In French verse syllables formed by the vowel called feminine 
0,^ unless occurring at the end of a line, are counted, even when by 
the habits of modem pronunciation they are silent. 

Hie feminine e, which was sounded in every case (though 
lightly) until the sixteenth century or even later, and is sliU 
sounded in the speech of Southern Frenchmen wherever it 
occurs, has now ceased in the pronunciation of good speakers 
to have any value for the ear except in certain specified cases, 
t,g, when it occurs in the initial syllable of a group of words, in 
enclitics of one syllable followed by a second syllable containing 
the same vowel, and when it is placed between two consonants 
and a third (baiiig a mute). In reciting verse, though the 
feminine e is still sounded apart from such cases as these by 

* It Is lev wen bnt mm oonmonly called e mute, a name wbioh begs the 
questimi of its valiie. 

<81 
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certain speakers, the better practice is now to drop it altogether, 
and to make up the loss by the almost instinctive device of 
prolonging the preceding or other syllables in the line so that 
the duration of the whole remains unaffected. 

Within the last twenty years there has arisen among the 
younger poets a movement against counting syllables which are 
not in fact pronounced. But the practice of the most revolu- 
tionary versifiers is, so far, too inoonsbtent for any alternative 
rule to be even stated. 
A feminine e when followed immediately by another vowel is 

invariably dided (or cancelled), and a fresh syllable begins with 

the consonant which preceded it. Thus, 

Le del k foroe d*ombre kUit oomme apUni 

13846 6 78 10 11 IS 

is a line of twelve syllables : the seventh syllable is 6re, the tenth is 
ma. Though there is now no real aspirate in French, the initial h 
in a considerable number of words, chiefly of Germanic origin, is a 
reputed consonant, and there can be no elision before it 

CueilleE la branohe de hoax* 

18 8 4 5 8 7 

A feminine e at the end of a word, immediately preceded by a 
vowel, must be followed by a word beginning with a vowel, and 
therefore be elided, unless it occurs at the end of a line. 

Cher Zachari{e), allez ; ne voos arrStez pas. 
But such a line as 

Cher Zacharie, pars, et ne t'arrdte pas 
would be incorrect. 

This rule dates only from the sixteenth^ century and was not 
invariably obeyed even in the seventeenth. Recent poets often 
break it, and it is probably doomed. 
A feminine e immediately preceded by a vowel in the body of 
a word is not counted. 

Effraient has two syllables, voi^mt has one, gaite (ffaiete) has 
two, remerciement {remerdmerU) four. 

3. A diphthong ^ is counted, by definition, as only one syllable. 
Changes in French pronunciation have in many cases turned two 

^ A diphthong is the oombination of a aemi-vowel with a pare or naaal 
vowel. It most never be oonfounded with a digraph, in whioh two letters 
represent one vowel, as au, et , at. 
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distinct and successive sounds into a diphthong, while in others a 
diphthong has been divided into two syllables. Prosody, in this as 
in other respects, is often more conservative than speech. 

4. A line of French verse may have from one to thirteen syllables, 
or even more. The commoner measures are of threa, four, five, six, 
seven, eight, ten and twelve syllables. 



RIME 

It is a fundamental law of French verse that every line must end 
in a syllable which the ear recognises as identical with the last 
syllable of one or several other lines, whether the vowel in this 
last syllable be followed by one or several consonants or be 
absolutely final. This identity constitutes rime, and the ear is in 
theory its judge ; but rime is in fact complicated by the reminiscence 
of older pronunciations perpetuated by inconsistent spelling, so that 
in many cases even a perfect identity of sound is by tradition held 
inadequate, because the two syllables in question, being differently 
spelled, would once have been differently pronounced ; while on the 
other hand identical spelling is sometimes allowed as a pretext for 
coupling sounds which do not now agree perfectly together. To 
make the ear invariably the sole arbiter of what is and what is not 
rime is the object of a reform which, though perhaps in the long 
run inevitable, has not yet been established by any constant 
practice. 

At the same time there is a recent disposition to substitute an 
occasional assonance for rime. Assonance, or identity of vowel 
without identity of consonants, was used in early French 
narrative poetry, bat from the thirteenth century onwards only 
survived in popular verse. Blank verse has also been used, but 
without success, at various periods, notably at the Renaissance. 
Occasional blank verses are to be met with in the writings of 
certain living poets. 

1. In principle, a syllable containing any one of the fifteen French 
vowels cannot be said to rime with a syllable containing any other. 
The vowels are these (the symbols being those adopted by the 
' Association phon^tique internationale ') : — 
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Pfuv VomdM 


NamUVoitd$ 


a (mal) a (mMe) 


Q (ment) 


e (iDAi) e (m«i0) 


f (mftin) 


(mAQz) (mode) 


5 {m<mt) 


0(iiieat) 00 (mania) 


A(Mettiig) 


i(mJ6) 




a (moale) 


bined with pure or naeal 


y (mnle) 


vowels to form diphtbongs 




and TOimdod with little more 




vibration than conaonaata: 




j(miel),w(moi),q{muida). 



The coupling, however of a and a ia held tolerable by the 
example of the great modem poets ; that of o and o is now much 
rarer.i 

In principle, a diphthong rimes only with a diphthong ; bat in all 
ages poets of repate have occasionally coupled diphthongs with pure 
or nasal vowels :^ the practice is justifiable on the theory that the 
semi-vowel of a diphthong is really a consonant 

2. The last audible vowel of a line may be actually final or it may 
be followed only by a consonant or consonants, whether silent or 
pronounced : in either, case the termination is called moieuline, 11 
on the contrary a feminine e follows the last audible vowel in a line, 
whether immediately or with the intervention of one or more con- 
sonants, the termination is called feminine, A masculine termina- 
tion cannot be said to rime with a feminine one. 

Whatever the value of a feminine e within the line, at the end 
it is neither audible nor counted: its value is illusory or 
becomes real only by a caprice of declamation. The French 
ear no longer reoognises any difference between vU and vice or 
between fnal and nudU or between vrai and vrade. The natural 
distinction (recently proposed by M. de Qonrmont) would be 
this: when the last sound is a vowel, the termination is 
masculine ; when the last sound is a consonant the termination 
is feminine. But the few poets of our day vHio have repudiated 
the old rule are by no means consistent, nor perhaps is their 
authority sufficient for its repeal. 

1 LAobe : taohe— oooronne : tr6ne. This sort of rime \b sometimes eon- 
demned on the gromid that one vowel is * long' and the other ' short' It 
\m not a question of quantity, bat of quality. 

* They have avoided however ooapling wa with a— roi : Ingrat. 
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Hence the rime itself is called masonline or feminine, and in 
French vene the rimes mnst be of either kind ahemately. 

In other words, if a line have a masculine ending, the next 
must either rime with it^ or must have a feminine termination 
belonging to a fresh rime. This rule, founded perhaps upon 
the original interdependence of lyrical poetry and music, but 
formulated at the Renaissance, no longer even secures the 
variety it aimed at It is combated by both the more and the 
less advanced reformers, and is apparently doomed, at least as 
far as the longer measures are concerned. 

3. Though the definition of rime requires the identity of any 
consonants pronounced after the riming vowel in a pair of lines, 
excellent poets have not infrequently coupled a word ending in an 
audible consonant with a word in which the final sound is a vowel, 
if that vowel were followed by a silent consonant which in the older 
pronunciation of the language would have sounded exactly like 
the audible consonant in its fellow. 

Until the seventeenth century final 8 or x signifying a plural, 
or any other final consonant^ though ordinarily silent, might 
be sounded for the sake of emphasis, or before a pause. 
Except in the South of France, this habit has disappeared 
(leaving certain traces in the alternative pronunciation of the 
word Unu and of several numerals) : but there is thus some 
historical justification for such rimes as £eM.* hiUul — Vinm: niu 
— h&Mt : UMih, Less excusable is the dass of defective rimes 
known as ' Norman,' in which the infinitive ending -er [e] is 
coupled with the open e [e] and audible r of words like 

Two words of which the last audible syllable is identical cannot 
be said to rime if one, and not the other, ends in the silent letters 
-ef or -mU ; and in a masculine rime, if the last vowel of one word is 
followed by silent «, a; or z, the last vowel of the other word must 
also be followed by any one of these three letters, which are reputed 
equivalent. 

A nasal vowel of course can only rime with a nasal, but it is 
indifferent whether the silent consonant which is part of its sign 
be n or m. Other silent consonants than these following the final 
vowel have no importance if the rime is otherwise good. 

Banville and other precisians protest against this 'laxity,' but 
few good poets would reject such rimes as tpran : difSrmid^ or 

2b 
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f 

even nid: finite though meet perhaps would hesitate to couple 
tahac with oomhai. The ear of coarse approves all these 
equally. 
A silent consonant immediately preceding a final t is also 
immaterial to the rime. 

McrU^ retnordit mors all rime perfectly together. 

4. A rime which fulfils these conditions is a 9uffieieni rime : a rich 
rime is one in which, besides, the required identity in sound is ex- 
tended to the consonant or the vowel immediately preceding the last 
audible vowel. To admit only rich rimes, at least in words of more 
than one syllable, is a counsel of perfection. 

This sound if a consonant is called comonne d^appui, 
Bime words in French may be identical from the first sound to 
the last, t.e. equivocal rimes are perfectly admissible, on condition 
that the two words making one sound be absolutely distinct, not 
necessarily in their etymology, but in their meaning. 

A rule formulated by Malherbe and incapable of rigorous 
statement, as it touches the matter of poetry, requires in addition 
that the two words which form a rime shall not be so closely 
related in meaning or in grammatical form as to exclude the 
element of surprise. The spirit of this rule forbids the poet to 
couple words which suggest each other too readily {e,g, bonhmoTf 
malheur), and also condemns a large class of too easy or too 
common rimes, which includes adverbs in -men^, substantives 
in -iofi, participles in -/and many verbal terminations. 

STRUCTXJRE 

In a French poem as in an English one, the lines may be all 
of one measure, or different measures may be combined in a 
single poem. The lines may follow one another in riming pairs 
(which is the rule in dramatic poetry, and is most usual in narrative) : 
the rimes are then called *fiat' — rimei plates; — or they may rime 
alternately — rimes crois^ ;— or a riming pair may be enclosed by 
two other lines which rime together, according to the formula 
a 6 6 a, rimu embrass^ or enclaves ;— or these dispositions may be 
combined. In certain sorts of poem, called therefore po^mei <k forme 
fixe^ the arrangement of the rimes, the number of lines, their 
measure, one or several, and their grouping in strophes or stanzas, 
are settled by a rigid tradition and a special code. 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



APPENDIX 887 

For the constraction of the Sonnet^ the Ballade, the Vil- 

lanelle, the Chant Royal, the Rondeau, the Triolet, the Virelai, 

the Seztine, the Temaire, the reader mil refer to the regular 

manuals. 

Most French lyrical poetry is written in less settled forms — more 

or less consecrated by iUnstrious use — consisting in an unlimited 

number of strophes exactly repeated or diversified at regular periods. 

The variety of French lyrical strophes is considerable, and there is 

no formal limit to invention. A poem in which the divisions, the 

combinations of different measures and the disposition of the rimes 

are arbitrary — in other words, a poem unique in structure — ^is said 

to be written in vers libres. 

In this sense the Fables of La Fontaine supply the most 
illustrious examples of vers libret \ but the expression has been 
recently applied to verses which do not conform to the tradi- 
tional prosody. Others, in which the spirit of old rules is 
respected but the rules themselves interpreted more liberally or 
so modified as to correspond more closely to the modem pro- 
nunciation of French, are often described as vers libiris — 
emancipated. 

HIATUS 

Hiatus, by which is understood the juxtaposition of a final 
vowel (not being feminine e) and an initial vowel, has in principle 
been forbidden in French verse for the last three centuries; but 
apart from the toleration of special cases — such as the phrase ' 9a et 
lit' — and occasional infringements by even famous poets, the rule 
has been observed inconsistently, or only 'for the eye.' Recently, 
the grounds of the prohibition have been questioned ; many living 
poets disregard it entirely ; and it is agreed that its statement at 
least needs revising in accordance with phonetic principles, which 
would distinguish between (1) a real breach of continuity, necessary 
to the enunciation of two succeeding vowels when both are identical 
or when the first is a nasal — ^but not always disagreeable to the ear ; 
and (2) other cases, involving no such interruption, in which two 
vowels belonging to different words follow each other immediately. 

It may be said that hiattu is offensive only when it occurs 
within a rhythmical group [v. infra\ and not always then — if, 
for instance, the foregoing vowel belong to an enclitic or a word 
relatively unimportanti or if the vowels in collision form such 
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a combinatioii as the ear is aecostomed to accept in the body 
of single French words, especially a combination easily assimi- 
lated to a diphthong (i, n, y+vowel). 



RHYTHM 

In French verse Rhythm, or order in time, means a distribution 
of variable elements in a fixed period having for its object the 
gratification of the ear by a sense of change in uniformity. 

1. The formation of these elements or groups of syllables depends 
upon grammatical or logical coherence in agreement with certain 
habits of the ear, or in other words upon meaning controlled by 
rhythmical tradition. 

2. Their termination is marked by the incidence of stress^ with 
either a prolongation of the vowel upon which it falls or a more or 
less appreciable interruption before the first syllable of the succeed, 
ing group. 

Stress in French, though susceptible of varying degrees of 
intensity according to the natural sonority of the vowel which 
bears it, is normally less emphatic than the stress we place on 
a particular syllable of almost every English word. Etymo- 
logically, the last tonic vowel (i.e. the last vowel not being a 
feminine e) of every French word except enclitics of one syl- 
lable is capable of bearing a stress which represents the Latin 
accent. But the characteristic continuity of spoken French 
makes the phrase and not the word the real unit of speech, 
and tends to level in respect of intensity all the syllables within 
a group of words cohering by the sense, except that enclitic 
monosyllables are lighter than other tonic syllables, and syllables 
formed by a feminine e are lighter still. It is the last syllaMe 
of a whole group which receives the stress, 

3. The number of groups thus constituted is not limited by any 
rule of prosody ; nor in the case of lines having less than nine syU 
lables is the number of syllables contained in each group prescribed. 
As regards the longer measures tradition, hardened into rule, long 
required that they should be divided into two primary elements 
of fixed proportions by a principal pause or interruption called (by 
false analogy with Latin verse) a caesura. 
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4. The syllable which immediately preoedea the caastura receives a 
stress : it must therefore be the laat t(m%e syllable of a group of 
words, or (in rare instances) of a single word which, being insnlatfld 
and self-sujfficient, ia eqmyalent to a group ; and it cannot belong to 
an enclitic or contain a feminine e. It may however be immediately 
followed, in the same word, by a final syllable containing a feminine e, 
which vowel must be elided by a following vowel, the caesura in this 
case marking not a rest — in the musical sense—but a pause. 

In the older French poetry a feminine e ending a word 

which immediately preceded the caesura was not counted in the 

line. 
A caesura is vitiated if the word which precedes it is connected 
by a close grammatical relation with what follows, or if it con- 
stitutes a dependent member of a phrase to be completed with 
words belonging to the succeeding group. 

6. In the infrequent Une of nine syllables the caesura occurs 
after the third, the fourth or the fifth syllable ; in the decasyllable 
(originally the chief measure of epic poetry, and subsequently the 
favourite measure of fable and light satire) it occurs after the 
fourth, more rarely after* the fifth or the sixth; in lines of eleven 
syllables, after the fifth. ' 

Nine: — 



Ten: 



Fnnds r^ioquenoe U et tors-lui le coo. 

4 B 



liattre Oorbean, || rar un arfare peroh6 
4 6 

N'est-oe point asses || d'aimer sa mat trease ? 
s 6 



Sur le vert ootaau |] peignant ses ohevenx d'or 
6 6 

6. The Alexandrine of twelve syllables is by the classical rules 
of French versification (and possibly by a reminiscence of its origin 
as a reduplication of the ancient line of six syllables) divided by 
the caesura into two equal halves. The composition of either half 
line (or hemistich) is rarely indeetmctible, and the sense normally 
suggests or requires additional panses. The subdivisions are in 
the discretion of poetSi who have in general preferred such aa the 
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ear could appreciate most readily. The commoner elements in 
either half-line are groups of two, three or fovr sjllables. Thus : — 

Je crainB Diea, | cher Abner, ii et n'ai point | d'autre orunte. 

8 8 8 8 

Sob troii ▼aiBsaanz | en nde \\ avaient mis | yoile baa. 

4 2 8 8 

J'^vijte d'etre long, |i et je devieoB | ohBOor. 

2 4 4 2 

7. Lines occur not infrequently in the classical poets in which 
the subdivisions are more imperiously dictated by the sense than 
is the principal division: that is, the sense requires a pause at 
the sixth less evidently than at intermediate syllables : 

Qu'est-ce done ? || Qa'avez-voua | qui voos pniase | ^moavoir ? 

In rarer distributions, elements of one and of five syllables are 
found. A monosyllabic element immediately preceding or follow- 
ing the caesura has very commonly the effect of weakening it. The 
line 

Et qn'enfin | sa candear 1| seule | a fait tous bob vices 

8 8 1 ft 

may be recited so as to emphasise the break between 'candour' and 
' seule ' ; but a more natural reading will sacrifice the pause at the 
expected pkce and thus prolong the rhythmical period : 

Et qu'enfin | sa oandeur j seule (| a fait tons ses vices. 

Occasionally the caesura was actually perfunctory, the sense barely 
tolerating and in no way requiring a suspension of the voice at the 
half-line. Examples of this, before the nineteenth century, are found 
chiefly in satire and in comic dialogue. 

On m'avait fait venir i d' Amiens | poor dtre saisse 
Et tel mot, I poor avoir | r^jooi le lectenr 

8. Such attenuations of the ' median ' caesura prepared the French 
ear for the virtual abrogation of the rule which required it Great 
as is the variety of rhythms which the classical Alexandrine furnished 
to Racine and some other poets of the seventeenth century, its limits 
appeared too narrow for the new rhetoric of the Romantic generation, 
who desired an instrument apt not only to express the most tumul- 
tuous moods and passions but to express them recdistically. 

In the early poetry of Victor Hugo and of Vigny (as indeed in 
certain of Andr6 Ch^nier's fragments) evidence of discontent with the 
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old immovable caesura appear in numerous Alexandrines of which 
the main division is more or less eqtiiyocal. The characteristic 
rhythms of the Romantic poets were very graduaUy and somewhat 
timidly evolved. Their common definition is that they substitute 
two principal pauses or interruptions, one occurring at any phtce in 
the first hemistich, the other at any place in the second, for the single 
caesura at the half-line and the two discretionary subdivisions of Uie 
classical system. The Romantic Alexandrine is thus tripartite. The 
following are examples of its commoner types : — 

L'obflonrit^ las | oienx | bnuneiiz, | les oieux vemwUs. 

4 4 4 

VoiUl rhomlme. Qui done j a dit : | I'homme est snbUme? 

5 6 4 

Le loap har|le, le ver I msnlge. Rien ne rdpond. 

8 4* 6 

L'inflezion | des voix i ofa^jres qui se tent tnea. 

4 8 ' 6 

Chair de la f emme, | argile j id^ale : | 6 merveille I 

4 S 8 

D est grand et blond ; | Tantre { est petit, | pftle et bnm. 

S 4 8 

Dei la I ves, sous T^roe | aften | se dee basaltee. 

2 6 4 

It will appear from these examples (1) that the point of departure 
was a compression or rather a coalition, more or less demanded by 
considerations of syntax or of meaning, between two subdivisions of 
the classical scheme ; and (2) that the general effect of the Romantic 
rhythms la to diminish somewhat the absolute duration in time of 
the entire period filled by an Alexandrine. 

9. Poets of the Romantic age (and notably Victor Hugo through- 
out his careeer) all but invariably preserved the Utter of the old rule 
while so often rebelling against its spirit : that is, they were careful 
to keep the ' median ' caesura * for the eye ' and to avoid placing a 
syllable naturally incapable of bearing a stress, as an enclitic or a 
feminine e, or a syllable actually incorporated or inseparably con- 
nected with a following word, at the place in the line where the old 
division would have fallen. On this account tiiey have been blamed 
for timidity and superstition — ^with how much injustice has been 
indicated elsewhere (Introduction, p. 63). 

Their successors have abandoned their scruples. There are in 
Leoonte de Lisle, Banville, Baudelaire, Yerlaine a certain number of 
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lines in whidi the illusion of a 'median' CMsua ia no knger 



La nrioi morto. Qm rabtme I'MgloaiiMe I 

O ma niiit olaiia I O tet yeox dans mon dUir de hme ! 

8orsit-oe point qnelqiu jngeniMit lana merci ? 

And finally, lines in which a polysyllable actoally bestrides the 
place of the old caesuta are relatively frequent in the poetry of to-day 
—even in that part of it which in most other respects dings to the 
traditions of French versification. One example will be enough : — 

Oelles qui fareat f omilitoasy mat peos^ea. 

It should be observed that the Bomaatic Alexandrine with its 
varieties and its extensions is still many times less often found in 
the works of the Romantic and later poets than the old classical 
line clearly and equally divided. 

ENJAMBEMENT 

The name er^mbemerU is properly given to a protraction of 
the last rhythmical element in a line^ and a consequent omission of 
the interval or breathing-space between one line and the next 

The unity of a line may be perfectly preserved, and its final 
element may constitute a real group separated by logic or 
syntax — and therefore by rhythm — ^f rom what is to follow, even 
though it leave the general sense incomplete in the case of a 
long periodical sentence. This kind of false enjambement was 
quite common in the classical French poets, though it is true that 
they were careful in tragedy (and generally whenever they used 
the Alexandrine in rime* plates) that the conclusion of a pair 
of lines should coincide with the end of a sentence. In the 
poetry of the nineteenth century 'periods of thought' do not 
necessarily c(»respond to any fixed riiytiuuical period — the line, 
the couplet or even the strophe. (It need hardly be repeated 
that the logical or syntactical elements of such a 'period o€ 
thought ' do correspond to the variable rhythmical elements and 
indeed aotuaUy create the rhythm.) 
The line being a unit, it follows that the end of a line must be 
also the end of a group or rhythmical element. Under the dassical 
system et^mbemenl^ as defined, was forfaidden» just as the 'median ' 



Digiti 



zed by Google 



APPENDIX 898 

caesura was enjoined upon poets — ^in the interest of meature. In 
both cases the rule was relaxed by the Romantics as an obstacle to 
the free development of expression and as tending to rhythmical 
monotony; but as all good poets recognise the unity of measure 
which et^'ambement endangers as a paramount object^ th^ have used 
this liberty with the utmost caution. In general it has been held 
thatr— 

(1) JSnjamhement requires a reinforcement of rime, upon which 
alone devolves the function of marking the end of a line when the 
stopping-point is temporarily obliterated. Hence in part the 
Romantic dogma of 'rich rimes.' 

(2) The mere overflow of a grammatical supplement — of one or 
two words necessary to complete a phrase — is to be discouraged as 
an awkwardness ; and the sentence (divisible of course into smaller 
groups of syllables) should not be brought to a conclusion before the 
end of the second line. Otherwise the ev^famhemmt will have the 
effect of a mere arbitrary prolongation of the normal measure — be 
it Alexandrine or decasyllable or other — ^and its unity instead of 
being quickly restored will be compromised still more. 

The following passages contain examples both of true and of 
false €f^iambe$neni. In order to distinguish the true cases, the 
rhythmical groups astride between two lines are enclosed within 
square brackets. 

Le moment vint ; resoadre appareilU ; [lee roaes 

Tonm^rent ;] par oe taa de Toiles et de proaes, 

Dont rftpre artillerie en vingt salves gronda, 

L'infini se laiasa violer. L' Aimada, 

Formidable^ penchant, prdte k oraoher le soofre, 

Les gneules des oanons snr les gneales dn gonfi^, 

Nageant, polype humain, snr Tabtme b^ant, 

£t, oomme nn noir poisson dans nn filet g^t, 

Prenant Tonragan sombre en ses mills oordsges, 

S'^branla . . . 

Homme, r£tre doit dtre> Homme, il n'est pas possible 

Que la (Lhohe esprit Tole et n'ait pas nne dble. 

II ne se pent, si vain et si oronlaat [qne soit 

Ge monde] oil Fon Toit fair tont oe qn'on aper^oit, 

II ne se pent, 6 tombe ! 6 unit ! qne la natnie 

Ne soit qn'nne inutile et orense oonvertnre, 

Qne le fond soit de Fombre ayengle, [qne le bont 

Bolt le vide], et qne Rien ait ponr ^ooroe Tout. 
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Bt^mbemetit and r^ are sometimes naed as oonvertible 
terms. The latter comprehends any extension of a rhythmical 
element beyond a point fixed by rule or tradition — as the 
caesura ; e9\fambemmt, which affects the end of a line only, is a 
particular case of r^t 
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